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THANKS, MR. HANSEN,
For Being the Catalyst Helping to Solve
The Mystery of the Genuine Spike
ROBIN LAMPSON

A successful lie is doubly a lie; ·an error which has to be corrected
is a heavier burden than the truth.

- Dag Hammarskjold in his diary, Markings.

As a preliminary step in answering Stanford Archivist Ralph
Hansen's article in the Summer 1970 issue of The Pacific Historian,
in which he challenges my discovery that the original Golden Last
Spike is missing, I believe it behooves us- no, I am sure that
common decency requires us- "to certify the accuracy of Hewes's
memory." Mr. Hansen has happily used the right word, "certify,"
which means "to confirm."
Is it not superlatively strange that, in all the 57 years since
David Hewes published his autobiography in his family genealogy,
Mr. Hansen is the first person of record to question Hewes's
memory- "his mental capacity for retaining and recalling previous
experiences"- ?
In November, 1937, I "discovered" David Hewes's own trunk in
Berkeley. I say "discovered" because, while the lady who had inherited it knew that she had it, I had the pleasant privilege of
telling the public about it, and of making its contents available to
historians.
Since 1937 I have done an enormous amount of reading and
research on David Hewes and the Golden Spike, and I have met
and talked and corresponded with quite a number of people who
knew him. Of course, most of them knew him when he was quite
an old man, most when he was in his last decade. Not one of these
persons- and fewer than half were relatives- ever once mentioned
such things as "senility, dotage, lapse of memory, or confused"
when speaking of him. On the contrary, I remembered that most
of them voluntarily remarked upon how active or spry he was
physically, and how alert and keen-minded- and this was at a time
when I had no special interest in inquiring about his mental alertness.
Thus, it has remained for Mr. Hansen to be the first to indict
David Hewes for growing old. Because Hewes was 88 when preCopyright 1970 by Robin Lampson.
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paring his book (edited by E·b en Putnam,) he, Hewes, is automatically charged with some of the mental deterioration that frequently accompanies old age. We hope that Mr. Hansen meets
with more generosity on this score when he reaches the age of
four score and eight!
Here is a typical statement-an excerpt from a letter from a
great-great-grandniece of Hewes. She was 10 years old at the time
of the visit described, less than a year before Hewes's death:
"It has occurred to me that when I was speaking with you of
Uncle David, I failed to mention his visit to our home in 1914. He
came alone, by limousine. He visited with us for about two hours,
during which time he enjoyed holding my baby brother of one
year on his lap. He talked with me and my older brother, but I
do not recall any of the conversation. I just remember how gentle
and kind he was. I suppose that was most impressed on me by my
mother's conversation with my aunt, in which she spoke of the
visit and remarked what a fine old gentleman he was, and how
alert and aware he was."
So when I read in Hewes's "Autobiography" (p. 249) his firm,
unequivocal statement, "As an individual, I presented a gold spike
and polished laurel tie, with a silver shield, on which was inscribed: 'The last tie which unites in part, and helps complete the
great road across the Continent'", I believe he did fust that, and
nothing less.
Since he was doubtless well-acquainted with West Evans, the
contractor who had supplied 250,000 redwood ties to help complete the Central Pacific Railroad, to whom else would Hewes
turn when he wanted to have "a polished laurel tie" made?
West Evans (to paraphrase Hansen) was indisputably the maker
of the Last Tie- but there is a complete absence of any statement
by Evans himself (or by Leland Stanford or any other contemporary authority) to the effect that Evans was the donor of the tie.
Indeed, a Sacramento Daily Union reporter was on hand and,
seeing the well-known Evans present when the Pacific Union Express Company delivered the laurel tie to Gov. Stanford, must have
assumed that Evans donated the tie. This reporter's unsigned account, under the title "Last Tie, Spike and Hammer," appeared on
page 3, column 6 of the Daily Union of May 5, 1869. A photostat
of it is reproduced herewith, through the courtesy of Mr. Allan R.
Ottley, California Section Librarian of our State Library. This
news story, obviously hurried, repetitious, and confused, still holds
the honor of being the most basic, important, and influential con-
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temporary account of The Last Tie and The Last Spike: it singlehandedly started the legend that West Evans donated The Last
Tie, and in this one long paragraph we find embedded the clue
that proves the Stanford gold spike is NOT the true Last Spikeall which I shall soon spell out for you in detail.
There is something quite nostalgic for me personally in the circumstances of this nameless 1869 reporter's work. Half a century
later, in the spring and summer of 1919 (shortly before I entered
Stanford) I was a reporter on the Sacramento Union, and my beat
was the Southern Pacific depot, the waterfront, Chinatown, and
the police station . ... On the afternoon that President Woodrow
Wilson, touring the country in behalf of the League of Nations,
spoke from the rear platform of his special train in the Sacramento
depot, I was in the small area roped off for the press. Every newspaperman who could arrange it was there. Fortunately, I did not
have to report on the speech, or jot down the gist of it, for our
papers had advance copies. But I was kept busy taking notes about
the President and his First Lady- noting how tired, careworn, and
emaciated he looked, how plump and comely she was- and how
solicitous about and protective of her husband. I noted also the
weariness in his voice that matched the look of despair on his face
and the great dream dying in his eyes. At the back of the platform throughout stood his physician, Dr. (Admiral) Cary Grayson,
already deeply concerned about the President's health, and watching him with a self-effacing intentness that bespoke great apprehension ... . All the while, along with the other newsmen, I was
aware of the Secret Service men all about the depot who mingled
in the crowd, not looking at the President, but keenly alert for any
untoward move against him. . . . Before, during, and after the
President's forlorn oratory, 1 kept jotting down on my notepad key
words to remind me of all these things- plus the tenor of the great
crowd of listeners, who were quietly respectful throughout, without applause or boos or placards, but who did applaud generously
(for the President, rather than for his speech, I felt) as he finished
and his party went back into the Pullman, and the special train
pulled out of the station. Then I hurried on around to the other
points of my beat to gather as many news stories and items as
possible before rushing back to the Union office (and Mark
Twain's old flat-top desk) to decipher my notes and get all my

stories and items written before the deadline.
I mention all this to show that I know firsthand the locale
where that 1869 reporter worked, and the pressures under which a
6

news reporter often has to work; so I can understand how a news
story can at times get incredibly garbled, and contain inaccuracies,
duplications, and omissions. Any experienced newsman will tell
you that almost anything can happen when the news is heavy or
late, and the deadline is crowding- and even after that, strange
typographical errors can invade a story (like type lice) in the composing room. . . .
But back to 1869 and the story, "Last Tie, Spike and Hammer,"
which was obviously written during the night of May 4-5, and
appeared in the morning Sacramento Daily Union of May 5. The
essence of this story, rewritten, and condensed by cutting out duplications, replaced the earlier version in a later edition that same
day; and this condensed version appears to have been the source
of the story sent out by telegraph during the night of May 4-5 to
the whole nation, and to Europe by transatlantic cable, and published throughout this country and the rest of the world.
Importantly, and ironically, this condensed version of the May
5, 1869 story, clipped and pasted in Leland Stanford's scrapbook
without date or attribution, was the supposedly "unimpeachable
evidence" which Archivist Hansen offered me on May 26, 1969,
when I first expressed to him my doubts about the authenticity of
the gold spike now at Stanford. I say "ironically" because Mr.
Hansen then stated, in effect, that this contemporary story proved
that the "Stanford" spike is the original used at Promontory, Utah,
on May 10, 1869. But I have since come to the conclusion that this
clipping of that confused news story, handy to anyone at Stanford,
was most likely the primary source of the mixed-up inscriptions
used sometime after 1892 by a person or persons unknown, who
ineptly produced the present Stanford substitute for the missing
original spike.
Since Mr. Hansen sets such great store by this Stanford scrapbook clipping, we can't help wondering if he is not the tiniest bit
embarrassed by the lack of knowledgeability of the clipping's
writer who includes: "This tie was forwarded to the 'front' this
morning, and with it went a golden spike to be used in fastening
in its place the tie referred to." On which I can only comment, "!!!!"
These May 5, 1869, news stories in the Union and the Stanford
scrapbook should prove to be not a little embarrassing to Mr.
Hansen on the score of "The Last Tie." On page 80 of his article
in The Pacific Historian he writes, "I can cite any number of
authorities on the tie's inscription, all of which read: "The last tie
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laid on the completion of the Pacific Railroad May 10, 1869. Presented by West Evans of San Francisco.' "
In reporting the inscription on the last tie's silver plate, both
the Union May 5 story and the condensed, partially corrected rewrite in Stanford's scrapbook say only "May, 1869" (the day is not
given!); also, there is no mention, on the plate, of presentation by
West Evans; and further, the month-year date is followed by a
list of the Central Pacific's Directors (seven names) plus the full
names and positions of five Officers, as "Leland Stanford, President," et al.
It is obvious that the reporter, back at the Union- office trying
to decipher his scattered scribbled notes against a deadline, is here
confusing his jottings of the engravings on the gold Last Spike with
those on The Last Tie's silver plate- and crediting the Tie with
some inscriptions found only on The Last Spike.
Well, ladies and gentlemen,It is at this point that I think we should all be willing to accept
David Hewes's simple statement that he, as an individual, donated
The Last Tie as well as The Last Spike- for there is no record that
West Evans ever said or wrote that he gave The Last Tie, or that
Leland Stanford or any other contemporary authority said that
Evans gave it. But a hurried- and perhaps harried and confusedSacramento newspaper reporter saw West Evans "present" (hand
over, deliver?) the laurel tie to Gov. Stanford in his private railway car- or, just as likely, the newsman merely saw Evans "among
those present" when the Pacific Union Express Company delivered
the tie to Stanford's car-and in a garbled news story which is soon
after quickly rewritten and broadcasted by telegraph to the whole
world, David Hewes is robbed of the honor of creating and donating an imaginative- and most beautiful- ceremonial "prop" to the
1869 celebration at Promontory.
It should be helpful here to remind our readers of the way news
was handled by telegraph in those days. The 1870 census shows
that there were 5,871 newspapers and periodicals in the United
States. In 1866 the Western Union Telegraph had 37,380 miles of
line, with 2,250 telegraph offices. In 1877, when Western Union
consolidated with the Atlantic and Pacific Telegraph Company,
the combine owned 94,714 miles of inland telegraph in the United
States. From the very beginning, these telegraph lines were heavily
used for transmission of news for publication- either by newspapers
that paid for wiring news to each other, or it was a service supplied
by the telegraph companies to subscribing newspapers along the
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line. (Since the Associated Press was organized in 1848, we may
be sure that they made use of the telegraph service to the West
Coast as soon as it was available. But as late as presidential election day in November, 1916, when I was living in a small town in
Sonoma County, California, that had no local newspaper, I remember seeing a collection taken up among the townspeople to pay
the telegraph company for the news and also to compensate the
Northwestern Pacific Railway station agent and telegrapher for
working late and taking down the latest election returns as they
passed through on the wire from San Francisco to Eureka. During
the evening a young messenger made scores of trips on his bicycle,
carrying news bulletins from the depot to a public hall where about
half the town had gathered to read the election returns as they
were written in chalk on a blackboard.)
In view of this telegraphic supply of the same news story to all
the newspapers along the line, Mr. Hansen should not have been
impressed by the fact that he could "cite any number of authorities .. . all of which read" the same- that is, they all came from
the same source. Also, Mr. Hansen does not hesitate to fudge a
little in quoting the date on the Last Tie silver plate, which he
gives as "May 10, 1869." The May 5 Union story and the clipping
in his Stanford scrapbook both give it as only "May, 1869"- and I
am unable to find any newspaper issued before May 10, 1869 that
gives "May 10" in this connection.
Here Mr. Hansen falls into his own trap, because of his tendency
to fudge a little in his quotations : since the Last Tie and the Last
Spike were brought up from San Francisco on May 4, early enough
for "hundreds of people" to examine them that same evening, both
Tie and Spike, by Hansen's reasoning, should have borne the
same completion date of May 8th. You cannot have it both ways,
Mr. Hansen- the Tie and the original Hewes Spike with "May 10"
and the Stanford latter-day spike with "May 8th."
OR CAN YOU?
Before me as I write is a clear, shiny photostat of the May 5,
1869, story in the Sacramento Daily Union. I have studied and
pondered over this fountainhead news story a great many hours
since receiving the copy last May. Let me emphasize that I think
that the most definitive research will show this news story to be
the source of practically all the stories about the arrival in Sacramento of the Tie and Spike, the description of them, and their
start for the "front" or "end of track" on May 5.
It is right here that I can visualize that rushed reporter back in
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LAsT TIB, SPIKE AND H.u nua.- Tbere was
· brou;.:ht up from 8an Francisco last evening by
! the Pacific UniOn Express Company a railroad
tie, full size, manuf'a.:tured out of California
laurel, hi~hlv polished, and presented to the
Central Pacific ltu.ilroad Company by West
Evans, their contractor for turnisbin2 ties. rt
wa:~ c:.:aroined dunn~ the evening by hundreds
of people, whose curw~itv was attracted, not
only on account of tile mterest occasioned by
the use to which the tie is to be put, as
the ta:~t laid on the Pacific Railroad, but also
bv reason or the beauty of the wood. The
silver plate upon it, seven inches long by six
wide, bears tbe followiu~ in8cription : " Tbe
last tie laid on the completion of the Pacific
Railroad, May, 1869. D•rector:~-L. Stanford,
! C. P. Huntington, E. B. Crocker, Mark Hopkins,
' E. H. Miller, A. }!. 8tantord and Chas. Marsh.
Olliccrs- Leland Stanford, President; C. P.
Huntington, Vice President; Charles Crocke~;:,
Huperintendent; Mark Hopkins, Treasurer ; E.
ll. Miller, Secretary." This tie will be forwarded by the spec1al train this moroin~r. 1'he
same train will also convey to the " front.'' for
use in the cere•.oomes of completion, a beautiful and nluable 20lden sptke, suitably inscribed, presented to the Ratlroad Company by
D. Hewes of San Francisco. The Pacific Union
Express Comoanv furnish the hammer with
which the last" spike will be driven; it also will
leave for the end of the track this mornin~.
There also arrived from San .Francisco a handsome !!Olden spike presented to the Railroad
Company by David Hewes, of San Francisco.
On the bead is the inscription : " The Laat
Spike." On one side, ·'Tile Pacific Rallroad;
~round broken January 8th, 1863; completed
May - -, 1869." On another side, this sentiment: "Ma.\· God continue the unity of our
country as this railroad unites the two ~reat
oceans of the world." Also- " Presented by
David Hewes, San Francisco." The other sides
bear the names of the Directors and officers of
the company. The spike is a facsimile in size
and shape of the ord•nary six-inch spike, to the
point of whiob waa attached at the casting a
nuaz~et of about the same length as the spike itself, which is designed to be broken off at the
time of the completion ceremon.v by the President of the road, to be used probably in the
manufacture of mementoes of the occasion for.
the officers of tbe corporation. Tbe value of
spike ar.d nogl[et is 1414. The Union Pacific
Express Company furnish the hammer which ia
to dnve this sptke.

I
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the Union editorial office trying to decipher and sort out and
organize several pages of hastily jotted notes in his small note pad.
That polished laurel Last Tie was so beautiful that he mentions it
first. Then he notes "silver plate- inscribed," but he can't be sure
just which of his jottings were engraved upon it. He hopefully
sorts out some notes which seem appropriate, and hastily writes
them into his story, but evidently he lacks the clairvoyance to
produce one of Mr. Hansen's any number of authorities on the
tie's inscription, all of which read the same!
As for our reporter-is his brain not overflowing with all the impressions he has received while attending a prologue to one of the
greatest events in American history, the completion of the first
continental railway? Now he thinks it time to tell about that golden
spike. He calls it "beautiful and valuable", says it is suitably inscribed, and presented by D. Hewes~but devotes only five lines
to it (after giving 24 lines to the laurel Tie) before noting a
jotting that reminds him to tell about the special hammer the
Express Company sent along for driving the last spike.
"Man," he exclaims to himself, "it's tough getting all these notes
figured out. Here's more about that spike-and I've got only a few
minutes to deadline!" Before he realizes it, he has repeated the
statement about David Hewes; but this time he gives the full
"David" instead of just the initial, and he calls the beautiful spike
"handsome".
But our newsman is still puzzled by his jottings of the inscriptions. "Oh," he tells himself, "these belong to the spike." So he
writes, "On the head is the inscription : 'The Last Spike' "- as he
remembers the three words on the side of the spike's head.
Then he adds, "On one side, 'The Pacific Railroad; ground
broken January 8th, 1863; completed May -, 1869.' " He had heard
the railroad called just "The Pacific" so often that he left out the
"Central," and had added an "n" to the "broke", but he got the
"January" spelled out, and he had noted the omission of the specific
day of the month of May. Perhaps he had heard someone-maybe
Hewes himself-say that they were going to fill in the correct day
of completion when they got back to San Francisco after the
ceremony- that was why they were taking the whole spike casting,
"nugget' and all, along to Promontory!
Then the reporter notes the invocation beginning, "May God continue . . ." and remembers it is from the Spike-but he preserves
only the first two initials-which would be capitalized normally.
However, please note that he does remember to close the 81-letter
11

quotation thus: ". . . world." (Full stop- end of sentence, end
quote.) Then he notes, crowded in at the edge of his pad, the
"credit line"- "Presented by David Hewes, San Francisco." Our reporter can't remember which side of the Spike this was on, for
there was too great a hubbub down at the railway depot, too
many persons and things to see, Governor Stanford and his guests,
including Governor Safford of Arizona, as well as David Hewes
and West Evans, and also The Last Tie and The Last Spike. But
there could have been room for those six words here. So, after the
" . .. world."- again note the period and end quote- he starts a new
sentence: "Also- 'Presented by David Hewes, San Francisco.'" ...
(Governor Stanford's scrapbook clipping copies this exactly except
the dash after "Also" is replaced by a comma. However, Mr. Hansen seems not the least embarrassed when on page 82 he misquotes
this by changing the period after "world" to a comma, and by
dropping the capital A of "Also" to lower-case "a" so as to join two
separate quotations that are NOT united in the Daily Union or in
the Stanford scrapbook clipping!)
As for Mr. Hansen's objection to the use of the word "Central"
on the genuine Hewes Spike, he is on very debatable ground, at
least, and quite possibly stepping into quicksand. The phrase
"Pacific Railroad" (or "Pacific Railway") has indeed a long,
significant history which I have been quite aware of since childhood. The idea was recorded at least as early as 1832 in The
Emigrant, an Ann Arbor, Michigan, newspaper. Long before
President Lincoln signed the Pacific Railway Act on July 1, 1862,
the term "Pacific Railroad" had come t-o be universally used for
the concept of a railway that would reach across the continent and
join the Pacific Coast to the Atlantic seaboard.
So, quite naturally, the term was applied to the combined (but
hardly "united") efforts of the Central Pacific Railroad building
east from Sacramento and the Union Pacific Railroad building
west from Omaha. But please note that in his Putnam/Hewes
book, David Hewes records in both photography and writing that
ground was first broken for the Central Pacific Railroad on January 8th, 1863, which was NOT the date of the groundbreaking for
the Union Pacific. That ceremony took place on the Missouri River
bluffs, two miles north of Omaha, on December 2, 1863.
Mr. Hansen asks us to "note the complete absence of the word

'Central' in any of the reports" quoted- but he seems unaware that
all the other papers were depending on a telegraphed account
based on that story hastily written by a rather inept, or at least
12

harried, Sacramento Union reporter! It is hardly worthy of remark,
and certainly not of wonder, that all the stories are very much alike
- for they are the same story, subject only to the vagaries of different telegraphers and editors. Mr. Hansen further displays journalistic naivete especially when he chooses the Utah Daily Reporter
of the railroad boom town of "bawdy, sinful" Corinne because "one
would expect that this paper, above all, would be concerned with
accurate reporting on railroad matters."
In the Winter 1970 Pacific Historian I have already told how my
complete disillusionment with the inaccurate gold spike in the
Stanford Museum came about, and so shall not repeat it here.
But I hasten to remark here that nothing in Mr. Hansen's article
in the Summer 1970 Pacific Historian changed my convictions
about the Stanford spike, for I am familiar with ail the newspaper,
magazine and book references he gives throughout his text and in
footnote no. 1. (Footnotes nos. 2 and 3 reach out so remotely that
I can't believe they have the slightest bearing on David Hewes's
use of some handy, perhaps not quite up-to-the-minute list of the
Central Pacific's Officers and Board of Directors when he was
preparing the "copy" for the engraving on his illustrious "Last
Spike.")
The only things that Mr. Hansen's article possibly changes are
( 1) the date of the discovery at Stanford that the original 1869
Hewes Spike was missing, and ( 2) the date and circumstances of
the attempted replication that resulted in the inaccurate gold spike
now in the Stanford Museum. Subjunctive to the pictures shown
on p . 84 of his article, those dates would now be narrowed to
somewhere in the period from 1892 to 1906- and 14 years is more
than time enough. The gold spike shown in those pictures cannot
possibly be Hewes's Golden Last Spike used at Promontory on
May lOth, 1869.
However, I am sure Mr. Hansen will be surprised (but hardly
delighted) to learn that in his flailing about for evidence and
grasping at straws, such as seeing "lOth" in places where it is
not, he has amazed me by pointing to a possible "lOth" in one
highly important place where I did not expect to find it- on the
third view of the original Hewes Spike in the panel picture opposite page 250 in the Putnam/Hewes book.
By this Mr. Hansen proves himself a catalyst in helping me solve
one mystery about the Hewes Spike that has puzzled me since
1937- but by so doing he has canceled forever any possibility of
13

proving his Stanford spike was the 1869 original, for he has led me
to the last necessary link of evidence showing conclusively that
Hewes's Last Spike was the one that participated at Promontory
in May, 1869.
But to start at the beginning:
Since 1937, when I uncovered the jewelers' receipt for making
the Golden Spike, and also the earliest-known photographs of the
Spike, I have been puzzled by one mystery: Why did Hewes send
the polished and engraved Last Spike, with "nugget" or sprue of
excess gold still attached, to the Promontory ceremony in May,
1869?
Now I know why : He felt that if he simply broke the nugget
off, and sent only the Spike to Promontory, the gold left behind
would be no different than any other scrap gold a jeweler might
make into souvenirs.
Many writers did not and still do not seem to understand that
the so-called "nugget" attached to the point of The Last Spike was
not something extra stuck onto the Spike, but a necessary part of
the casting. When the foundrymen made the mould, they had to
leave a hole or "gate" (as they call it) into which the molten metal
was poured. After the spike-shaped part of the mould was filled,
the overflow in the gate was simply "excess" metal.
In the case of the Golden Spike, this "excess in the gate of the
mould" was ( 1) purposely an unusually large amount, weighing
well over two-thirds as much as the Spike itself, and ( 2) almost
three-fourths the length of the Spike. This excess gold, popularly
nicknamed a "nugget," was intentionally left attached to the Spike
for two reasons: ( 1) since the gold was too soft to be held in a
vise or clamp without marring while the Spike part was being
polished and engraved, the whole casting was kept steady by
putting in the vise only the rough nugget, which marring would
not hurt; and ( 2) as Hewes intended to have mementos, such as
souvenir rings and miniature spikes, made from the excess gold, he
wanted the entire casting to go up to Promontory Summit for "The
Wedding of the Rails," so that both The Last Spike and mementos
should be objects of honor and veneration.
After the May lOth ceremony, Governor Stanford returned the
Spike, with nugget still attached, to Hewes, who carried it back
to San Francisco, and had the engraving completed by inserting

"lOth" between "May" and "1869." Then Hewes had the Spike
(with nugget) photographed from all sides, and only then was the
"excess" broken off and made into souvenirs.
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Last May ( 1970) when I received the photostat of the May 5,
1869, Sacramento Daily Union "Last Tie, Spike and Hammer"
story from the California State Library, I could not understand why
this report- and all the newspapers using the telegraphic rewrite
from it- stated that the original Hewes Last Spike was carried
from San Francisco to Sacramento and on to Promontory with only
the incomplete "completion" date of "May - , 1869" upon it. For I
had had the "May 8th" completion date, as on the Stanford substitute spike, and as what supposedly should be on the genuine
Hewes Spike, fed into my brain for years.
In 1937, when I first read the Putnam/Hewes book, I tried to
make out the completion date on Spike view No. 3 in the panel
opposite page 250- but found it too vague. However, I did note on
page 249, in David Hewes's "Autobiography," his statement that the
completion date of the Central Pacific Railroad inscribed on his
Spike was "May lOth, 1869." But the May 8th date (as the date
on the Spike, not the actual completion date) had been so firmly
fixed in my mind that I supposed that either Hewes's editor, Eben
Putnam, had "corrected" it to "May lOth," from Hewes's writing it
as "May 8th," or that Hewes had written it "May lOth' as the unconfusing historical fact for his readers.
I should have trusted the old gentleman! In the month I am now
writing, October, 1970, I received from the California Section of
our State Library xerox copies of the pertinent pages of the original
typescript of the David Hewes "Autobiography," and there is his
"completed May 10, 1869" unaltered- on a page with several corrections in his own handwriting!
This shift in my thinking was in no way induced by the illegible
blow-up of a photo of the above-mentioned Spike view No. 3
shown by Mr. Hansen on page 80 of The Pacific Historian. But,
fortunately, this blow-up turned me again to a photo enlargement
of the composite panel of views of the Hewes Spike- a photo I
have had for many years. Bad lighting in the original makes
certain reading of the completion date difficult-but with a fine
"linen tester" magnifying glass I find the inscription is clear enough
for measuring the spacing of the words and figures - but one
must remember that the cursive engraving leans to the right at
almost a 45° angle, nearly in line with the rows of haiftone dots
that run from lower left to upper right. The "May" and "1869"
lean sharply to the right- but the space between them was small,
apparently intended for a single ordinal number like 8th or 9th.
So, when ''lOth" was inserted here after the Spike was returned
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from Promontory to San Francisco, the engraver had to use more
vertical figures and letters, and, it seems, smaller ones, to fit them
into the space, so the result is "Mayl0th1869" with the month and
year slanting sharply to the right, and the day nearer vertical
Also, it occurs to me that the reason the "lOth" is so difficult to
see clearly is that when it was later added (promptly after the
Promontory celebration, we may safely assume, for David Hewes
was a man with a reputation for attending to his affairs!) it was
engraved on the Spike possibly, but not necessarily, by a different
member of the silversmith firm who, because of the crowded space,
was unable to cut the letters as deeply and sharply.. ..
As for the Stanford spike, there are two other peculiar and illogical built-in features of this artifact each of which alone should be
enough to condemn it as an interloper in the Stanford Museum.
Actually, they are the first two objectionable features which I
noted in the Stanford publicity photos of their spike in April, 1969
- just before the Centennial Celebration at Promontory. Note the
picture of the top of the head of the Stanford spike. The words
engraved there are, in two lines : The [alone, in italics, above]
LA S T S PI K E [below, in large shaded capital letters.]
Note also that this label is placed toward the front half of the
spike's top- as if intentionally leaving space for some carefully
placed blows of a hammer. Then note further the half dozen or so
small moon-crater-like marks that have been placed on the other
(back) half of the top, as if carefully avoiding the engraved
words! These tiny craters look as if they had been made by
tappi:q.g with a hammer some instrument with a hard round end
about the size of the eraser end of a lead pencil.
It strikes me as exceedingly strange that not one of these miniature craters mars or even touches any of the 12 letters engraved
there, and that these marks bear no resemblance whatsoever to
the three-fourths -inch broad, flat marks which would have been
left by a tap of the gandy-dancer's hammer in the hands of Central
Pacific President Stanford and Union Pacific Vice-President
Thomas Durant-both of whom had been "celebrating" and were
so tipsy that they each missed the Golden Spike entirely with their
first taps!
The second illogical feature which I mentioned above? Well,
David Hewes was too practical a man to have allowed any engraving on the very top of the head of his spike. After all, didn't
he have his own narrow-gauge railway running up and down the
streets of San Francisco hauling trainload after trainload of sand
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The Stanford Spike.

The Hewes 1869 Spike.

out on trestles into the Bay, filling up the shallows of Yerba Buena
Cove?
The original Hewes Spike is said to have weighed 14.13 troy
ounces of 17.6 carat gold, the alloy being copper. Even this
much alloy still left the metal quite soft and malleable- much too
soft to be hit by the silver-plated steel hammer which Hewes knew
Stanford was to wield at Promontory. Hewes knew well that even
a light stroke of the hammer would mar any engraving on the top
of the Spike's head, and a heavy blow would practically obliterate
the engraving. We may be sure that is why he ordered the words
'The Last Spike" put on the side of the spike's head. He knew that
only the wildest blow could touch it there, on the side of the
head, approximately in the position of Mr. Hansen's right earwhich I am sure he will agree is still on his head, though not on
the top of it!
Back in early May, 1869, when the "finished" spike was first
delivered to Hewes, he noticed something strange about this label
on it :
The last Spike
- that is, the middle word had no initial capital. So he called
the attention of the silversmith to the error.
The silversmith was embarrassed, and confessed something like,
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"Oh, I forgot . I was thinking in German, and we never capitalize
an adjective in German. Die letzte Schwellenschraube- 'The last
Spike!' Forgive me! I change it in a few minutes so it won't look
so bad."
But it was early May, 1869, and Hewes was in a hurry; he had
a great many things to attend to before catching a steamer to
Sacramento- and he told the silversmith that he'd wait till he got
back from Utah for any alteration- or additions to the engraving on
his Golden Spike. Little he guessed then how illustrious his spike
was soon to become. Everyone, even he himself, was calling the
impending ceremony "The Wedding of the Rails." But no sooner
was his Last Spike "driven" into his polished laurel Last Tie than
the whole world began calling the ceremony "The Driving of the
Golden Spike." And even a century later, when the time came to
commemorate, the only name they could think to call it was "The
National Golden Spike Centennial Celebration."
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Heu;es Steam Paddy and Pony Railroad
Courtesy of Dr. Al Shumate
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"ESTABLISHED ERROR vs. NOVEL TRUTH"
In that scholarly and most entertaining book, Saints
and Strangers, George F. Willison's account of the Mayflower and the Pilgrims, the author tells how in 1832
it was discovered that the wrong day, December 20,
was being celebrated for the landing of the Pilgrims.
After 20 years of acr.imonious debate, those opposed to
the change, while admitting that the mathematics were
correct, declared "in a gem-like phrase that should be
inscribed on the banners of traditionalists everywhere,
'We much prefer established error to novel truth.'
"To which," Mr. Willison adds, "a true son of the
Forefathers replied that if the Pilgrims had harbored
any such notion, there would have been no Landing to
celebrate.''

APOLOGY TO EDITOR
OF THE UTAH HISTORICAL QUARTERLY :
I wish to explain that when I wrote my article about "The
Missing Golden Spike" for the Winter 1970 PACIFIC HISTORIAN, I did not know that there were two different covers
on the Winter 1969 Utah Historical Quarterly, and had seen, in
numerous places and in a great many hands, only the cover
labeled "National Golden Spike Centennial Commission Off.icial
Publication." I now sincerely wish to assure Editor Everett L.
Cooley and the Utah State Historical Society that I am convinced
that their Quarterly used the photographs of the erroneous gold
spike in all good faith, trusting them to be as represented.
- Robin Lampson
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THE TEARS OF LINCOLN
DR.

MILTON

H.

SHUTES

Tears come to all men, but to this sensitive man, Abraham
Lincoln, they seem to have come more easily than to most. His
tears were visible to individuals and to groups; many are recorded
and many more unrecorded. As Carl Sandburg observed, "Perhaps
no other human claypot held more laughter and tears." 1
The child Lincoln had a tender mother to soothe his hurts and
restraints. In an adolescent year, nine year old Abe was rudely
awakened to the insecurity of life. During an endemic scourge of
"milk-sickness," death came to his thirty-five year old mother, to
nearby relatives, to neighbors and to familiar cattle. Only his
cherished sister Sarah could know the wetting of his pillow. Ten
years later, when Sarah died in first child birth, he hid away in a
small smoke house to vent disconsolate, rebellious weeping. A
neighbor who brought the news saw tears pouring through his
long fingers. Two years later, he and Charles Maltby worked for
Denton Offitt. Evenings, their conversation often turned to their
boyhood days. Maltby never forgot Abe's pensive reminiscing of
his love for his mother and sister. 2
We know the familiar story of his weeping over the grave of
his young friend, Ann Rutledge. And in more mature years, aged
34, while beginning a memorial eulogy for his old friend, Squire
Bowling Green, his choked emotion gave way to streaming, uncontrolable tears-tears he sha,red with widowed Nancy Green who
ten years before had mothered him through weeks of grief and
malaria.3
During the economic depression of 1837, Lincoln moved from
New Salem to the new state capital in Springfield. There soon
came to live in Springfield a young lady to thoroughly entangle
his emotions. She was Mary Ann Todd of Lexington, Kentuckycultured, sharp-witted and with alluring pink cheeks that dimpled
on a smile. A mutual attraction led to an engagement. But one
evening, this frightened lawyer-politician slowly ambled up "the
Hill" to the Edwards mansion to dissolve the engagement. Mary's
tears were too much for him, he told his close friend, Joshua

Speed. "I found tears trickling down my own cheeks. I caught her
in my arms and kissed her." During December of 1840, with his
fear of marriage, his feeling of social inferiority, his heavy in-
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debtedness and hypochondria} anxiety, a dangerous emotional
phase rapidly worsened. On the subzero night of the twelfth of
December, worried Joshua Speed found the incoherent wanderer
and led him to their warm room . For six days, Speed and their
friend, Dr. Anson G. Henry, kept the distraught sufferer in bed
forr security, isolation and treatment- certainly, palliative tears.
The Lincoln-Todd romance from there on was largely the story of
two unhappy years. During October's lovely coloring, with the
connivance of Dr. Henry and the Simeon Francis', the lonely pair
found each other. On an exciting evening, this time in happy tears,
they decided on immediate marriage.
For the next six years or so, there were no recorded tears. But as
Lincoln was fond of pensive poetry, one can expect wet eyes over
his own poetizing in the fall of 1844 while visiting in his former
Indiana environment. These lines are typical specimens of his
lugubrious verse:
Oh Memory! thou midway world
'Twixt earth and paradise
Where things decayed and loved ones lost
In dreamy shadows rise.

A few years later, in 1848, Congressman Lincoln haH humorously wrote to Herndon that Congressman Alexander Stephens of
Georgia ". . . has just concluded the very best speech of one
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hour's length I ever heard. My old withered dry eyes are full of
tears yet."; But early in 1850 deep sorrow struck the Lincolns in
the loss of their four year old Edward Baker. The mother's tears
for a time were hysterical but the father's tears led him to explore
the subject of immortality. When, ten years later, Lincoln was in
New York to deliver his Cooper Union Speech, he visted the Five
Points Mission for underprivileged children. Invited to talk, he
spoke of his children and his own childhood poverty. Probably reminded of "cute little Eddy," he could go no further. ''Tears filled
his eyes and a lump stifled the words in his throat." Superintendant Pease warmly thanked him and had the children sing their
new hymn, "Tell Me, Ye Winged Winds." It was too much for
Lincoln. He waved good-by and hurried out to the street where
Congressman Elihu B. Washburn sympathetically regretted that
his old friend "was so upset." 5
During the famous murder trial in 1858 of Lincoln's young
friend, William Armstrong, he scattered tears in the eyes of the
jury and in his own eyes in describing how Hannah Armstrong
mothered him in New Salem. When Hannah learned of the
acquittal, she said, "I went up to the courthouse. The jury shook
hands with me; so did the judge and Lincoln; tears streamed down
Lincoln's eyes . . . . "';
Lincoln experienced political defeats during the 1850's but no
crying. He did display mystifying, eccentric moods and daily periods of abstraction which often left a residue of melancholic moods .
He seemed to enjoy doleful poems. Henry C. Whitney remembered Lincoln reading Holmes' ''The Last Leaf." "Over and over
I have heard him ·r epeat the opening lines of 'The Last Leaf and
tears would come unbidden to his eyes . . . ." As President, he
told Noah Brooks that he liked "Lexington" .as well as any of
Holmes' poems. While reading it to Brooks, ". . . he came to the
lines
Green be the graves where her martyrs are lying!
Shroudless and tombless they sunk to their rest,

his voice faltered and he gave me the book with the whispered re<Juest, 'you read it; I can't'."7
As President-elect, Lincoln spoke his beautiful farewell from the
rear platform of his train to Washington, and a special kind of
emotion developed as he and his many friends were moved to
tears. But one important friend was missing-Herndon, for he and
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Lincoln had expressed their poignant good-by in the office. After
the train pulled away, Lincoln sat alone in his. salon for a long
while in thoughtfu'l sadness, observed journalist Henry Villard.
It was the Civil War that caused the "claypot" to overflow.
Early in the war, General McClellan ordered the Hutchinson
Family quartet away from the Army of the Potomac for singing
abolition songs. But Lincoln welcomed them to the White House,
selected his choice of songs and gave them a pass to everywhere.
Congressman George W. julian wrote that Lincoln "indulged in
laughter and tears." 8 John Nicolay, while reading Longfellow's
'The Building of the Ship" to Lincoln, was surprised "at the way
the first five lines hit the President" and that the last eleven lines
af£ected him profoundly. Lincoln listened to the closing lines,
Our hearts, our hopes, our prayers, our tears,
Our faith triumphant o'er our fears,
Are all with thee- are all with thee!

"his eyes filled with tears and his cheeks were wet." Lincoln did
not speak for some time, Nicolay said, and then, "It is a wonderful
gift to be able to stir men like that." 9
Patriotic songs also affected the President. Young, handsome
Chaplain Charles E. McCabe, whose rich baritone voice had a
slightly pensive quality, popularized Julia Ward Howe's "Battle
Hymn of the Republic." When released from Libby Prison, he
described his experience at the February 1864 meeting of the
United States Christian Commission; President Lincoln was present
and was an ardent listener, but <it was the chaplain's singing of
the "Battle Hymn" that stirred both him and the packed hall of
the House of Representatives. "Lincoln's tear-stained face lighted
up with a strange glory." Tradition has him calling, "Sing it again,"
but more probable, he sent up a note as he did when the Commission met on January 9, 1865, with Philip Phillips of Cincinatti
singing "Your Mission." 10 Lincoln passed up a note: "Near the close
let us have 'Your Mission' repeated by Mr. Phillips. Don't say I
called for it." 11
Tears that seeped up over poetry and music during the war
could not be compared to the anguished tears over blood-shed.
The new President soon leamed that he alone must make the
awful decision at Fort Sumter. On the night of decision, March
28, ". . . his eyes did not close in sleep . . . . his suffering must
have amounted to torture," wrote Nicolay and Hay. There followed
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very personal tragedies. Among Lincoln's guests on the special
train to the national capital was his twenty-four-year-old protege,
Elmer E. Ellsworth. This colorful leader of a spirited New York
company of Zouaves was the f.irst conspicuous victim of the war.
The funeral service was held in the great East Room of the White
House, where the President freely and openly wept over the
stilled body. In a consoling letter to the grieving parents, Lincoln
could not write without blurred eyes, for he loved this gifted
young colonel.
Five months later, Colonel and U. S. Senator Edwa·r d D. Baker,
famous in the annals of Illinois, California and Oregon, was killed
in the battle of Balls Bluff on October 21. Aware of Baker's
impetuous spirit, Lincoln drove out to General McClellan's headquarters for the latest news. War correspondent, Charles C. Coffin,
tells the event as he saw it: "We could hear the click of the
telegraph . . . low conversation. Five minutes passed and then
Mr. Lincoln, unattended, with bowed he~d, and tears wiling
down his furrowed cheek, his face pale and wan, his heart heaving
with emotion, passed through the room. He almost fell as he
stepped into the street and we sprang involuntarily from our
seats . . . but he did not fall. With both hands pressed upon his
heart . . . not returning the salute of the sentinel pacing his beat
b efore the door. Reaching home, the President walked up and
down his room for hours lamenting the loss of his friend." A
memorial service was held in the Senate chamber on the day that
the Senator's body was buried on the hilltop of San Francisco's
Lone Mountain Cemetery. The President entered the draped
chamber supported by Senators Trumbull and Browning of Illinois.
Again tears rolled down his cheeks while listening to the eloquence
of Senator McDougall of California. 1 ~
After a full year of mounting trouble- military, political and foreign- he was dealt an agonizing blow from which he never recovered.
It was the loss of the precocious, twelve year old William Wallace
( W iUie) , a lovable, studious lad, "thoughful and grave beyond his
years." Mrs. Lincoln's seamstress and maid, intelligent Elizabeth
Keckley, washed and dressed the body. When Lincoln came in,
". . . great sobs choked his utterance," she said. "He buried his
head in his hands and his tall frame was convulsed with emotion.
I stood at the foot of the bed, my eyes full of tears looking at the
man in silent, awestruck wonder. His grief unnerved him and made
him a weak, passive child."13 On the way to the funeral, when told
that many people were praying for him, "he wiped away the tears,
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Lincoln with his young son, Willie
saying 'I am glad to hear that . ... ' "H Correspondent George A.
Townsend reported that ". . . the President had the body twice
disinterred to look upon it" and not without weeping. 15
John Hay told Carpenter that the President was "rarely known
to speak of his lost son," yet there are three well-known occasions.
Early in May 1862, Lincoln was busy in Fortress Monroe with
maps, strategy and, for diversion, Shakespeare. Alone in his room,
he called to his aide, Colonel L. B. Cannon: "Come in here; I
want to read you a passage in Hamlet." After reading some verses
on immortality, he read the passage in which Constance bewails
her imprisoned, lost boy. He then closed the book and quoted
the verse:
And, father cardinal, I have heard you say
That we shall see and know our friends in heaven:
If that be true, I shall see my boy again; . . .

"Colonel, did you ever dream of a lost friend , and feel that you
were holding sweet communion with that friend, and yet have a
sad consciousness that it was not a reality? - just so I dreamed of
my boy Willie." Overcome with emotion, he dropped his head on
the table, and sobbed aioud.ll; The following month, Senator 0. H .
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Browning wrote in his diary: "After church, the President asked
me to get into his carriage and go with him to the White House,
which I did. Then he took me into his library and showed me
some memoranda of important events ... made by his son Willie."
He was so overcome that Mrs. Lincoln had to drive Browning
home.H On the night of February 10, 1864 the White House barn
was burned to the ground. The personal loss felt by the family
was the ponies of Willie and Tad. One of .the White House guards,
twenty-one year old Sargeant Smith Stimmel, was very surprised
at the President's grief, "for I was told he actually wept."
On Lincoln's return from Fortress Monroe during May of 1862,
L. E. Chittenden told the story of a Sunday School celebration for
the Negro children of Washington. The long procession was permitted to route its way on the front circle of the White House,
giving the children a view of the President standing at a second
floor window. 'The scene was so touching that there were some
eyes which were not entirely dry, and I thought, at the time, that
the President's were among the number."18 Lincoln seems to have
been easily and often moved over happy or suffering Negroes.
Immediately after the victory at Gettysburg, Robert Lincoln found
his father "in tears with his head bent down on his arms resting on a
table at which he sat." Leaving home early on the eighteenth
of November for the consecration of the National Cemetery,
"Lincoln was anxious about Tad who was sick in bed .. . for
a few minutes his face was gloomy and it seemed as though half a
sob was coming up in his throat."19 On the day of the ceremony, a
reporter for the Washington National Republican wrote"... not a
few unaccustomed to weep were bathed in tears. The President evidently felt deeply .. . . He made no effort to hide his emotions."
The Boston Journal was more specific: "At the point where suffering of the dying soldiers were recited, scarcely a dry eye was visible- the President mingling his tears with those of the people."
Lincoln's acceptance of an invitation to dedicate the cemetery
needed explanation. It is now an accepted opinion that Lincoln was
feeling an unhealed hurt over the false accusation of political
enemies who spread the word that as the President was riding on
the battlefield of Antietam, still partially strewn with the dead, he
had asked his friend, Ward Lamon, for one of his ribald songs.
In truth, the President was returning from an inspection of General
McClellan's army and hospital-tired and depressed- when he asked
Lamon for one of his '1ittle sad songs." Lamon responded with the
familiar ballad "Twenty Years Ago." Lamon later wrote: "Many a
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time in the old days on the circuit and often at the W.h ite House
when he and I were alone, I have seen him in tears while I was
rendering .. . that homely melody."~O
In 1866 Francis Carpenter related the story of a woman who
patiently waited all day to see the President. She told the President that her husband and three sons were in the army, that her

The author at the Lincoln Memorial
photo by M1·s. Helen Shutes
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husband had stopped sending her a portion of his regular pay,
that she was destitute. She received an order to release the oldest
son from duty. A few days later she reappeared "still crying," said
the usher. The son was killed at Gettysburg; Lincoln wrote another
order to release the second son. This time the woman, standing
close to the President, "... passed her hand softly over his head
stroking his rough hair, as I have seen a fond mother caress a son.
By the time he had finished writing, his own heart and eyes
were full." Helen Nicolay described the same motherly stroking of
Lincoln's hair with these equally authentic words: "The President
rose and thrust the order into her hand with the choking exclamation, 'There!' and hurried from the room." 21 .
In the opirlion of Ward Lamon it was the flood of human blood
and mangling of limbs which shocked Lincoln the most. ". . . almost beyond his capacity to control either his feelings or his judgement-especially when the victims were familiar friends or acquaintances .. .. "Dr. William Fithian of Illinois had two admirable step-sons who enlisted immediately after Sumter fell. Both were
rapidly promoted. At the BatHe of Pea Ridge, Arkansas (March
7, 1862), both were seriously wounded within five minutes and
thirty yards of each other. They had scarcely returned to the army
when the older one was terribly mangled at the Battle of
Prairie Grove, Arkansas. When Dr. Fithian wrote to Ward Lamon
that he did not expect the boys to survive, Lamon showed the
letter to Lincoln, who "broke into tears," exclaiming "My God!
My God! I loved them as if they were my own." The same was
true of his Illinois friends, competent Colonel Ben McCullough and
Brigidier W. H. L. Wallace-both killed in action.:.!:!
It was in the darkest period of the war when the president of
the University of Illinois, with permission, called on Mr. Lincoln.
Just before leaving, he cautiously asked a question: "Out in Illinois
they are very anxious about the termination of this conflict. Shall
we succeed in this war?" Mr. Lincoln changed color and became
haggard, great tears ran down his face, and it was some time before
he could speak at all, and then he said, "President Mannes, we shall
succeed in the war, but I don't expect to live to see its termination ... .'~2'1
In the summer of 1864 an anonymous lady from San Francisco
reported her interviews with President Lincoln. She and two other

ladies were Lincoln's guests at the Soldiers Home three miles from
Washington. A£ter visiting with a few veterans, they silently stood
gazing at the acres of headstones. "While we stood in the soft
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evening air, . . . Mr. Lincoln joined us and stood silent, too,
taking in the scene.
'How sleep the brave who sink to rest
By all their country's wishes blest,'

he softly said. There was something so touching in the picture-the
nameless graves, the solemn quiet, the tender twilight air, but
more particularly our own feminine disposition to be easily melted
gave point to the lines which he quoted:
And women o're the graves shall weep,
Where nameless heroes calmly sleep."

On December 6, 1864, Congressman Frank of New York was
privately conversing with Mr. Lincoln over the newly nominated
Chief Justice of the Supreme Court. Lincoln reviewed some of
his experiences with Secretary Salmon P. Chase-including bitter
criticisms. When Mr. Frank spoke warmly of Chase's services and
virtues, "... the tears instantly sprang up into Mr. Lincoln's eyes."
Lincoln immediately admitted its truth, saying, ". . . I should
despise myself if I allowed personal differences to affect my judgement of his fitness for the office of Chief Ju~tice."24
Near the war's end, Lincoln was impressed with the Negro troops'
successful assault. "I am glad the black boys have done well, I must
go out and see them." General Grant and staff followed. The result was an uninhibited outburst over "Old Fader Abraham." As
stated by General Horace Porter, "Mr. Lincoln was very much
affected, he had his hat off, the tears were in his eyes, and his
voice was so choked ... he could scarcely respond .. .."25
When Lincoln visited Richmond at war's end, the Negroes were
almost "drunk with ecstasy." Growing fatigued under the hot
sun, he sat down. While resting, an old Negro kneeled before him
with clasped hands praying, "May the good Lord bless and keep
you safe Massa President Lincoln." Correspondent C. C. Coffin
made notes: "Mr. Lincoln lifted his own hat and bowed to the
old man. Moisture gathered in his eyes. He brushed the tears away
and the procession moved on up the hill ... with General Shepley
opening the way ."2 G
Possibly the last tears of record appeared after he returned to
City Point. While visiting the hospitals, he came to the cot of a
rebel prisoner who raised up on his elbow and reached for the
President's ·hand while tears ran down his cheeks. As quoted by a
correspondent of the New York Irulepelldent, the rebel said, "Mr.
Lincoln, I have long wanted to see you to ask your forgiveness for
ever raising my hand against the old flag." ... "Mr. Lincoln was
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moved to tears."~ 7 In another wing of the hospital, twenty-yearold Major Charles H . Houghton was dying from the shock of an
amputated leg. When Chief Surgeon McDonald whispered to the
President, "This is the man," Lincoln exclaimed, "So young! This
is the man that held Fort Haskell?" The doctor nodded and Lincoln
quietly praised the major while holding the wasted, colorless hand.
Down the deep-lined furrows of the homely, kindly face, hot tears
burned their way. Slowly and tenderly the President leaned over
the pillow and held the pallid face of Major Houghton between
his hands and kissed it just below the damp, tangled hair. "My boy,
you must live," Lincoln said. With a little, wan smile, the major
managed to lift a hand to his forehead in salute, faintly whispering, "I intend to, Sir." And he did.~ 8
Lincoln was quite aware of his emotions and his need of storytelling and laughter as an antidote. He told Colonel H . H . Conwell
that his "ear bones ached" to hear a good peal of honest laughter
even though it was difficult when soldiers were dying and widows
were weeping; that he must laugh soon even if he had to go down
in the cellar to do it.~ 9 In the opinion of Nicolay, Hay and Brooks,
Lincoln preferred Hood and Holmes, but is quoted as saying
"Laterly Mr. Lincoln's reading was with the humerous writers"meaning Pertoleum V. Nasby, Artemus Ward and Orpheus C.
Kerr.
After Sumter and the loss of his idolized Willie, there developed,
as with many saints and mystics, an unconscious union of atonement and death-wish. Searching for Lincoln tears, the writer was
surprised to find that observant Elizabeth Keckley had expressed
her thought that Lincoln ".. . was always ready for death and I
know him so well that I have always felt that death was welcome
to him when it came."30
Yet the life instinct was normally strong. On Aprill4, the flag of
the United States again waved over the rubble of Fort Su~ter.
That afternoon, Mary Todd and Abraham Lincoln, alone, rode
out in the lilac-scented springtime. Lincoln's face was transfigured.
At day's end the boat of his dreams came as swift as a painless
derringer-after four years of suffering and achievement, of tears
and laughter, and life's incredible fulfillment, the "human claypot"
was suddenly shattered and all the world wept.
"The moving finger writes; and having writ

moves on: and not all your tears nor wit
can change a word of it."
Omar Khayyam
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LET'S REMEMBER
JOSEPH ARAM
ALBERTA ARAM

Of all of the men instrumental in shaping the course of California history, it is doubtful that the activities o£ any were more
diversified or extensive than those of the subject of this n-arrative.
Yet, it seems safe to assume that few people now living, with ·the
exception of certain historians, would even recognize his name.
Joseph Aram was born Ma-rch 24, 1810, in Oneida County, New
York. His father, Mathias Aram, migrated from England. Joseph
spent his boyhood on his father's farm, receiving a good education
in the common schools and at Lima College. 1
In 1835 he marri·ed Miss Mahala Birdsall, and •the couple moved
to Ohio. Mahala died the following yea•r, leaving an infant daughter, Sarah. Joseph subsequently married Miss Sarah Ann Wright.2
In 1840 the Arams moved to Illinois. A large and powerful man,
with a passionate love of the outdoors and of growing things,
Joseph took naturally to farming.
In early 1846 the Far West's bright promise beckoned some of
Aram's friends. With his keen curiosity and zest for adventure, he
could not resist the temptation to join th.em. By this time, besides
Mahala's ten-year-old Sarah, there were three other children:
George, eight; Jennie, four; and Martha Ann, two. 3
Whatever his other characteristics, Joseph Aram was a practical
man, so he planned wisely and carefully for his family's comfort
and safety during the long trek to California. In a journal he wrote,
he described the rigging of his wagon. He extended the wagon bed
one foot over each side, to allow more room. Then he procured
bows to form a cover, the top of which was ca<refully overlaid with
half-inch wood. A final covering of oilcloth made the top watertight. The sides were of heavy canvas ·that could be rolled up or
tightly fitted down, as desired.
Besides the essential furnishing, Aram placed a small cook-stove
in the rear of the wagon. This proved itself invaluable, keeping
things inside dry during unusually heavy rains. Joseph and Sarah
Ann carefully chose food, clothing and other necess~ties.
Finally on a day in early May, the family joined a small group
of friends at a place called Independence, and headed for Cali-
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fornia. Little did Joseph Aram dream, as he traveled on, of the
role he would play in that State's history!
The three wagons pursued a southwesterly course through Iowa,
heading for St. Jo. One carried the Arams and Joseph's nephew,
Edwin Shaw. A second bore Adna A. Hecox, his wife, Margaret,
and their four small childern, Sarah, Catherine, Ellen and Adna.
In the third wagon rode Captain Cnarles Imus, his son, Charles A.
Imus, and John and James Taggart. 4
Other emigrants joined the party, including Dr. Isaac Chauncey
Isbell and his wife, Olive Mann Isbell, and Jim Savage, called the
Squaw Man of the Fresno River.a
Joseph Aram wrote that, as the wagon train continued to grow,
the party decided to elect a captain to assume full charge. Because
of his experience in the Black Hawk War, they chose Captain
Charles Imus for the job. They were fortunate, too, to find an old
and reliable guide, Caleb Greenwood, to pilot the train.
The going was often rough but, due to careful planning and
wise organization, extreme difficulties were avented. With the

Tombstones of Sarah Ann Aram and her children, George ancl
Martha Ann, in San Jose. Courtesy, Monterey City Library
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exception of that first rainy month of May, the weather was generally agreeable.
Happily, the party didn't have to depend entirely upon its store
of food for sustenance. Occasionally a catch of fresh trout enhanced
the menu, and wild currants added relish. At one spot, some
friendly Indians introduced the travelers to roots dug from a creek
bottom. These, when cooked, had the taste of a sweet potato, according to Aram. The Indians also offered some dried crickets, but
the party politely refused them.
The travelers encountered many buffalo. On one occasion a large
herd came closer than expected, and an animal got its head under
the Hecox wagon. Lifted off the ground, the wagon crashed down,
breaking the hind axletree. The men shot two of the animals for
meat, compensating somewhat for the inconvenience of the damaged wagon.
The party experienced a few unpleasant meetings with various
Indian tribes, when begging and stealing took place. But the
knowledge and diplomacy of Captain Imus prevented anything of
serious consequence.
Joseph Aram related .a pleasant experience with a large body of
Sioux, encamped near Fort Laramie. The captain at the Fort suggested that, in order to secure the Indians' friendship, the emigrants
give them a treat of coffee and biscuits. The women set to work,
spreading tablecloths in a long line on the grass.
When the food was put out, the Indian men sat down. Every
tenth man served the nine at his left. They drank about two cups
of coffee apiece, and ate no more than two biscuits each. When
they had finished, the women and children were allowed to come
forward and consume what was le£t.
That evening a group of young Indian men and women, dressed
in their gayest, returned and entertained the emigrants with songs
and dancing. There was a certain unexpected refinement about it
all, according to Aram.
Near Fort Bridger, at the Green River, the party rested for a
few days. Here more wagons, including those of the Donner Party,
joined the group. Lansford Hastings arrived at this time and advised everyone to take his Cut-Off. He succeeded in convincing a
few, including the ill-fated Donner Party. But the seasoned old
guide, Greenwood, was adamant, and the Imus Party followed him
along the safe Fort Hall Road. 6
Near the headwaters of Goose Creek the road forked, and goodbyes were said as many wagons turned toward Oregon. Twelve
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wagons, including those of the little party that left Illinois together,
headed for California.
Pilot Greenwood left the pru:-ty at the Sink of the Humboldt and
an Indian, Chief Truckee, proceeded to guide the wagons over the
Sierra. Near the summit they were met by two men from Sutter's
Fort and received their first news of trouble with Mexico.
One of the most difficult parts of the entire journey was crossing
the very steep mountains. Both men and oxen were taxed to the
utmost, and when .t he Yuba River was reached it offered a welcome
respite for the travelers. There was an abundance of grass for the
animals, and the party stopped for a day's rest.
Captain Imus, Dr. Isbell and Joseph Aram went hunting for
bear, having seen tracks. They killed a large animal, which they
dressed and divided among the entire company. Aram wrote, "It
was fat and most delicious."
The women took advantage of the time to do some washing at
the river bank. Sarah Ann Aram, starting a little behind the rest,
had to scoop out a small pool in which to wash her clothes. In
bringing up a handful of sand, she noticed some shiny grains and
a small nugget. She was sure this was gold, having seen the
stuff mined in her native Vermont. She put her find into a small
bag, saying nothing about it until her husband returned from the
hunt.
Joseph, too, thought it was gold, and the couple took it to Dr.
Isbell who pounded out the nugget on a wagon wheel. The doctor
cautioned them against mentioning the discovery, since lives might
be in danger if the party tarried at the spot. The wagons just had
to reach the safety of Fort Sutter before any "murderous Mexicans"
appeared! (Years later, while visiting the Arams at San Jose, Dr.
Isbell admitted knowing, from the first, that the metal was gold.)'
On the first day of October, Joseph Aram and John Kearney,
riding ahead of the party, reached Johnson's Ranch on Bear River,
"to engage beef and have it ready by the time the company arrived," Aram wrote.
Two days later the twelve wagons proceeded to Sutter's Fort.
Captain John Sutter received the party with his usual warm
hospitality and helped them replenish their dwindling food supplies.
On the American River they met Colonel John C. Fremont who
warned them of heightened activity against American occupation
of California. He advised them to go immediately to Santa Clara
and set up a defense in the nearly deserted mission buildings there.
It was at the mission that Joseph Aram began the career that set
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him apart as a man of many ''firsts" in the development and growth
of California-a caxeer that spanned more than half a century.
His first act was to muster thirty-five volunteers. Fremont commissioned four. of these: Joseph Aram, Captain; Stephen A. Wright,
First Lieutenant; Gallant D. Dickenson, Second Lieutenant; and
Napoleon B. Smith, First Sergeant.
While the wives, :children and older men made the living
quarters bearable, Captain Aram and his men felled large Alameda
willow trees and set them in a three-foot ditch, barricading ·t he
mission gates.
Meanwhile, Captain Charles M. Weber, with a detachment of
twenty American soldiers, stood guard at San Jose.
Francisco Sanchez, with a hundTed and fifty well..armed volunteers from ·surrounding ranchos, led the Mexican force in the San
Jose-Santa Clara area. These men continually harrassed the American.s at the mission. They srole most of the horses grazing in the
tall mustard nearby but thankfully their many attempts to infiltrate the mission itself failed.
Early in January, 1847, twenty-five marines marched south from
San Francisco, bringing a small cannon. Sanchez' men attacked
near what is now the intersection of Lawrence and Kiefer Roads.
Weber and his men hurried from San Jose to assist the marines.
Perhaps the cannon was responsible for the faot that, although
greatly outnumbered, the Americans held their own quite well.
As the fighting drew nearer the mission, those inside heard the
firing, and Aram marched his men out in a drizzling rain. AJthough
almost hidden in the mustard jungle, Sanchez' men spotted them
and launched a head-on charge. The Americans fired a sudden
volley. A couple of Mexicans fell £rom their horses, and the group
wheeled in retreat. Rallying, they charged again, but .the Americans' cool, determined fire tur,ned them back.
Historians disagree on the exact number of casualties, but neither
side suffered many. Sanchez and his men retreated to the Santa
Cruz Motmtains during a five-day armistice.
On January 8th Sanchez agreed to cease hostilities. He released
the few American prisoners he had taken and granted Aram's demand that the stolen horses be returned. Thus ended the skirmish
that later came to be known as the "Battle of the Mustard Stalks."
American occupation of Northern California became a reality,
and it is generally felt that the Mexicans, for the most part, held
no genuine regret.
Although the Americans gained military victory, what happened
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Captain Aram's cameUia bush, now on the old Palo Alto
City HaU grounds. Photo by Leonard F. Walker.

inside the old mission was another story. Rainfall was unusually
heavy that winter. In her memoirs, Mrs. Hecox wrote that drains
were dug in the dirt floors to carry off the water that poured
through holes in the roof. The only heat rose from small fires built
in corners, the smoke dri£ting up through broken tiles.
Most of the par.ty slept on the ground, and mattresses and bedding became moldy and rotted. Nourishing food was far from
plentiful. Inevitable illness took its terrible toll, with fowteen
deaths resulting. Although ill himself, Adna Hecox, an ordained
Methodist minister, conducted each funeral service. One was for
eight-year-old George Aram.
Early in March the families le£t their sad mission home with
relief. Santa Cruz, Monterey, San Jose and Stockton claimed most
of them.
After a brief stay in Santa Cruz, which they found "very dull",
the Arams spenit the next two years in Monterey. Here Joseph
Aram and his partner, Gallant Duncan Dickenson, built California's
first brick house.
Sarah Ann Aram gave birth to another child, Eugene, on January 26, 1848, possibly in this house, although Eugene reportedly
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said that he was never quite sure of his exact birthplace, other
than Monterey.
When the house was finished Joseph Aram helped to build a
fort, and furnished supplies to both the army and navy.
From Monterey the family moved -to San Jose. In 1849 Joseph
spent a few months in the California gold fields. First, with a
company of men, he sold groceries and supplies to the miners.
Later they worked in the mines at Hangtown (Placerville) and in
Tuolumne, with what Aram called "tolerable good success."
Returning home to San Jose, he had the honor to be elected a
delegate to the Constitutional Convention held at Colton Hall in
Monterey that fall. On September 9, 1849, he signed the California
Constitution, the first to do so.
In December, 1849, he was a member of the Stllte's first
Legislature when it convened in San Jose.
"For many years he served in the city council of San Jose, his
practical judgment, rare intelligence and keen foresight especially
adapting him to public office. In the establishment of educational
and religious institutions he was very prominent, and during many
years was a member of the local school boaTd. He was a trustee,
and one of the founders, of the University of the Pacific." His

The "Captain
Aram Blue
Gum," the
oldest known
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in Western
North America.
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38

political affiliation was Republican. He was one of the organizers
and a char-ter member of the Methodist Episcopal Church in San
Jose, and served a long while as superintendent of its Sunday
school.8
He established the State's first nursery.0 This was started in 1853
with stock brought fr-om Ohio, and situated on thirty acres in what
is now the heart of downtown San Jose.
Eugene, at seventy-three a practicing attorney in Sacramento,
told of remembering the two long walnut boxes that brought his
father's first trees around tlle Horn.
In 1865 Aram moved his nursery to a spot three miles north of
San Jose, where he owned fifty acr-es, and built a home in 1862.
He devoted forty acres to tree culture and surrounded a home,
built in 1882, with many T·are trees and shrubs.10
In 1916 W. B. Clarke and Company purchaoed the nursery. J. F.
Clarke operated it as a wholesale business down to early 1967,
when the County of Santa Clara took the property over for a
corporation yard.
On February 27, 1967, Mr. Clarke presented the City of Palo
Alto with a very special gift-a camellia bush that Captain Aram
had planted a hundred and two years before. The "bush," twentytwo feet across and sixteen feet tall, weighing nearly fifteen tons,
had to be handled in accordance with house moving regulations.
It is called Clarke's Red, and is a major attraction on the old Palo
Alto City Hall grounds, where it continues to thrive. With the
camellia, Mr. Clarke generously gave some rare flowering cherry
and daphne trees from the original nursery.
Directly in front of the attractive new corporation yard complex
in San Jose, one thing grows exactly where Joseph Aram planted
it over a hundred years ago. It is the "Captain Aram Blue Gum,"
the oldest known eucalyptus tree in Western North America, according to an article in the August 1956 issue of SUNSET Magazine. Beautifully oared for, it stands proud and tall, indubitably
reflecting .t he character of the man who possessed a passionate love
of the outdoors and of growing things.
A few yards fr.om the tree, "Old Glory" and the California Bear
Flag stand guard at the top of a tall white staff, which seems
particularly fitting.
In 1873 Sarah Ann Aram, who had borne, uncomplainingly, the
hardships ·of a true pioneer wife and mother, passed away at age
sixlty-.two. She is buried in beautiful Oak Hill Memorial Park at
San Jose. Engraved upon her weathered tombstone are the words :
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"She always made home happy." Could any husband pay his wife
a greater tribute?
Buried in the same plot are young George, who died at the old
mission, and little Martha Ann, whose life span was thirteen short
years. Nearby is Jennie, who married A. E. Pomeroy, and passed
away at age twenty-six.
Sarah, the oldest daughter, attended the College of the Pacific.
During the family's first months in California, she was a pupil of
Mrs. Olive Mann Isbell (a niece of the prominent educator, Horace
Mann) who organized a class in the old mission. It is believed by
some that this was the first English speaking school in California.
In a television presentation of "Death Valley Days," a few years
ago, Mrs. Isbell was depicted as having little to work with, and
printed the letters of the alphabet with charcoal on the children's
hands. She was affectionately called "Aunt Olive" by her pupils.
Sarah married Rev. P. Y. Cool and lived in Los Angeles at the
time of her death. Eugene was the last survivor of the Aram
children, dying, it is believed, in Sacramento.
In September, 1876, Captain Aram married Mrs. Grace Congdon
Devendorf Gray. She was born in Ontario, Canada, the daughter
of John Edward and Hannah Newell Congdon.
Her fir·s t husband, Jefferson Devendorf of Michigan, died at age
twenty-nine, leaving two. children, J. Frank and Ida. J. Frank
Devendorf became a real es-tate broker in Berkeley and, later,
prominent as one of the founders of Carmel-by-the-Sea. Ida Devendorf was a leading milliner in San Jose. Her grave is near the
Aram plot.
Grace Congdon's second husband was Rev. Wilson Gray, a
member of the Michigan conference of the MethodiSJt Church. He
died at thirty-nine, leaving a son, William Gray, who later was
in business in San Jose.U
In his journal, Joseph Aram wrote happily of his marriage in
1876 to "my present wife and companion of my old age." She
survived her husband by twenty-six years, passing away in 1924.
She, too, is buried in the family plot at Oak Hill Memorial Park.
Captain Aram's last entry in his journal reads: "And now, in the
year 1896, having passed my 86th birthday at the time of the
writing of this narrative, am resting wi·t h my abiding hope of a
future immortality beyond :this life."
He lived two more years, passing away on March 3, 1898.
l

"History of the State of California and Biographical Record of Coast
Counties, California" by Prof. J. McGuinn, A.M. (Chapman Publishing
Co., Chicago, 1904)
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ARAM-Captain Joseph Aram was born in Oneida County, N. Y., March
24, 1810, and died at San Jose, Cal., March 3, 1898. He was born to
command. Of large frame and powerful muscle, fearless in danger, cool in
crisis, prudent in counsel, temperate in habit, unselfish in plan, faithful to
friends, generous to foes, affectionate in his family, energetic as a citizen,
upright in magistracy, incorruptible as a legislator, vigilant as a soldier, always and everywhere a Christian gentleman, incapable of bigotry. With his
family he came to California in 1846, and immediately enlisted with characteristic energy in the military pacification of the disturbed condition of the
State. Colonel Fremont went South to meet the Mexican soldiery in that
part of the State, and Captain Aram was given charge of the north, where
the laborious duties of his station were most wisely and ably performed. He
went as far South as Monterey, and helped to build a fort, but his center
of operations was Santa Clara Valley. He was an able member of the Constitutional Convention and of the first Legislature of the State, a.n d for
many years a delegate to the City Council of San Jose. Captain Aram originated the first nursery in the State, which he conducted for many years
with success and great usefulness. One trait in the Captain's character is especially worthy of mention. I refer to his invariable amiability of manner in
his neighborhood, and especially in his family. His first wife, whom he
married in 1835, died within a year after their marriage, leaving an infant
daughter, now Mrs. P. Y. Cool of Los Angeles. His second wife, whom he
brought to California with several children, was distantly related to our
family, which naturally brought us into somewhat intimate relations; yet for
years I did not know that there were the children of two mothers under the
same roof. The two families were so affectionately blended into one that
the keenest eye could not discern the slightest difference in domestic admini-
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stration. Of four children by the second wife, Eugene Aram of Woodland only is left. This heroic woman died in 1873. In 1876 Captain Aram
married Mrs. Grace Gray, who after years of affectionate and faithful wifehood survives her distinguished husband. Indeed, it is one additional proof
of the wise discrimination of the subject of this imperfect sketch that all
three of his wives were rarely excellent women, who worthily seconded the
Captain's endeavors to make the world happier and better for the life he
lived. It may not be known to many that California is largely indebted to
Captain Aram for its free constitution, a fact for which it can well afford to
be grateful.
~L

Sarah Ann Aram-"She always made a home happy''
Courtesy, Monterey City Library
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C. B.

SHADOW OF THE LONG RIFLE
MERRILL

J.

MATIES

The long rifle, symbolic of Jedediah Smith and his mountain
men contemporaries, indeed casts a long shadow across the landscape of American history. By this figure of speech I refer, not
to shades of gloom, but to the imprint of the trail-blazing fur traders on the pathways of succeeding generations. I refer, in part, of
course, to western geography but also, and in greater measure, to
psychological or, if you will, spiritual frontiers. As long as Americans enjoy their priceless heritage of freedom they will remember
the frontiersmen, from Daniel Boone to Jim Bridger, who were
the pre-eminent exemplars of the wide-ranging, untrammeled human
spirit; conversely, remembrance of their example, along with the
covered wagon pioneers who followed, may itself be a potent
force enabling us to resist alien forces that now crowd upon us,
and threaten our freedom.
For 35 years I have lived closely with the mountain men, not
to know them personally because I was born in the wrong century,
but through the windows of research- in libraries, in government
archives, in field studies of trails, forts, campsites and rendezvous
- I have felt the shadow of the long rifle, the magnetic force of
historic places and .the compelling fascination of unfettered, sometimes explosive personalities. To a layman the word "research"
can sound pretty dull, and suggests mental drudgery. I count myself fortunate that my research work with the Government just
happens also to be an immense amount of fun. I know it is great
to ski, to climb mountains or whatever you like to do, but my
thing, to use vernacular, is to research the fur trade, the Oregon
Trail and the California Gold Rush. To me there is no chase so
exciting as the pursuit of elusive facts in distant places, and no
thrill to equal that of making some momentous discovery of something unknown, or achieving a new insight from the creative and
imaginative new use of old facts. It is my purpose to share with
you, however briefly, some of my adventures in researching aspects of the western fur trade. To assure you that this is all
apropos to the Jedediah Smith Society, you will find your hero
cropping up frequently in these episodes.
First from my portfolio I draw The Case of Hiram Scott, which
might otherwise be entitled, "The Mystery of Scott's Bluffs." My
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first permanent employment with the National Park Service, as a
pink-cheeked youth, was as Superintendent of Scotts Bluff National
Monument, these bluffs being among the great natural landmarks
of the Oregon Trail in Western Nebraska. In 1935 distressingly
little was known about the man for whom the bluffs were named,
this little being largely derived from the version found in Washington Irving's Captain BonneviUe, coupled with a mixture of
folklore and misinformation found in Grant Shumway's three
volume History of Western Nebraska. With every license to do so
because of my custodianship of Scotts Bluff, I resolved to penetrate
the veil of mystery regarding Scott, his real identity, and the
actual circumstances of his death. Over a period of many years,
<tnd h·avels to Missouri and California, this has evolved into many
publications, gradually going far beyond the scope of Scotts Bluffs,
but all starting with this seed of curiosity.
To reduce the Scott story to its essentials, Captain Bonneville,
who first went up the Platte in 1832, had it that the unfortunate
fur trader, ill from some unidentified cause, was travelling downstream in a dugout canoe with companions when their boat overturned near Laramie Fork. After some debate, and fearing starvation, the two faithless companions abandoned Scott, later reponting to their leader that Scott had died and was decently buried at
Laramie Fork. The next spring, the unidentified leader, returning
to the Rocky Mountain rendezvous, found Scott's skeleton at
Scott's Bluffs, 60 miles below Laramie Fork, clearly indicating
two things. The two companions had lied about his death, and
Scott did somehow manage .to walk, crawl or swim 60 miles from
the point last seen alive to the point of death. This was the whole
depressing story as given to Nebraska school children for decades,
and it had enough horrendous ingredients of human heroism and
frailty to be good enough for them, a real Shakespearean tragedy.
Ten years later, in 1945, in Nebraska History magazine I published a piece on "Hiram Scott, Fur Trader." Although for some
puzzling reason this scholarly bombshell failed to shake anyone's
complacency-it didn't even rate a notice in the patriotic local
daily-! felt that this was a minor historical triumph, for I bad
dug up and correlated a surprising amount of factual information
on a subject that was .supposed to be pure folk-lore. At the Missouri Historical Society I discovered that Hiram Scott was a real
person, born in St. Charles County in 1805, who, along with 100
other enterprising young men, became an employee of the famous
William Ashley and the Rocky Mountain Fur Company in 1822.
44

Also, that in 1823 ·he and Jedediah Smith were designated by Ashley as his two lieutenants when Colonel Leavenworth deputized
the fur traders in his campaign against the hostile Arikara Indians.
This meant that Scott and Smith were co-equals as leaders of one
of the toughest groups of frontiersmen ever assembled; they had
been ambushed by the Arikara, losing a dozen men, and now with
the assistance of the U.S. Army they were going to pay the Arikara
for their sins. Colonel Leavenworth bumbled. He stalled the attack
long enough for the Arikara to make a mass escape from their
besieged village. However, it is this episode that caused Ashley to
be diverted from the Missouri River and go overland to the Central
Rockies, rediscovering the Great Platte Route.
In the Ashley papers Scott shows up as a clerk, not like a ribbon
clerk today, but a co-commander of the fur trade caravans. There
is every reason to suppose that if he had not died in 1828, Scott
might have become a partner with Jed Smith and Bill Subletteinstead of David Jackson-when they acquired Ashley's Rocky
Mountain Fur Company in 1826. But Scott died three years before
Jed Smith received that Comanche spear; Scott is immortalized by
a topographic name, but missed the boat as a major explorer.
In addition to the Ashley and Leavenworth records, I began to
turn up scores of overland journals-emigrants, soldiers, bullwhackers, and even some fur traders-and a large percentage of
the travelers involved paused at Scotts Bluff to pay verbal tribute
to the deceased. The peculiar, but not surprising thing was, that
among 50 or more versions of what happened to Scott in retrospect,
no two accounts were alike. There was every imaginable variation:
according to some he didn't die at all, and lived like a hermit; he
crawled 60 miles, or 30 miles, or only 1 or 2 miles; according to
others he was not abandoned at all, in fact encouraged his companions to go on without him. The causes of his death range from
disease, starvation, exposure, and drowning to wounding by arrow
or gunshot. Obviously, none of these hearsay accounts could be
credited-that is, none but one-the account of Warren A. Ferris of
the American Fur Company expedition of 1830, two years ahead
of Bonneville, and therefore more credible than Bonneville. He
dates Scott's demise at 1828, has him wounded, but reaching the
bluffs in a boat which overturns, and he crawls only a short
distance to die. The date matches the Ashley records where Scott's
last payroll entry is 1828. The cause of death relates logically to a
known fight with Indians at the Bea~ Lake Rendezvous of 1828,
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and we don't have to suffer along with the concept of a 60 mile
death crawl.
After 1945 I turned up more overland journals-hundreds of
them, in fact, which later led me elsewhere-but there were three
more accounts which enabled me to round out the picture of
Hiram Scott. The William Anderson fur trade journal of 1834 and
the Matthew Field New Orleans Picayune account of an 1843 trip
enabled me to identify William Sublette positively as the expedition commander in 1828, and a fellow named Bruffee as one of
the faithless companions. Finally, long after I had left the premises,
one fine day an alleged descendent of Hiram Scott, who left no
address, visited the monument museum, left an ancestral manuscript giving details of Scott's appearance- tall, swarthy, handsome
- and some genealogical data. Everything seemed quite credible
except the family version of Uncle Hiram's death, that he was
wounded by a grizzly bear, and subsequently froze to death. That
bizarre ending is a little hard to swallow, in the face of all the
other evidence, and weakens the credibility of the whole case for
bona fide Hiram Scott descendents. Thus in this instance, as in
most others, we may be forever shielded from the complete truth.
Having solved, at least partially, one Scotts Bluff mystery, I
realized there was another one even more tantalizing awaiting.
This was the case of a French-Canadian named Robidoux who
had a trading post at Scotts Bluff in 1849 and a few years thereafter. Again in the overland journals there are copious references
to this so-called Frenchman with a Sioux squaw, an indefinite
number of offspring, and a log-cabin trading post and blacksmi.th
shop. Obviously, this man was related to the well known Joseph
Robidoux who had the trading post that beoame the nucleus of
St. Joseph, Missouri but the Scotts Bluff Robidoux couldn't be the
old man back in St. Joseph, so who was he? No one worried about
the subject until I adopted this as a research project. This aJso
had been accepted as a vague bit of Western Nebraska folklore.
Again a search of 200-300 overland journals, including scientific
observers like Captain Howard Stansbury of the Corps of Engineers, turned up quite a respectable number of observations a:bout
the Robidoux establishment. A bit of surface reconnaissance
archeology turned up the trading post site, and most gratifying
of all I began to receive unusual visitors at Scotts Bluff- Sioux
Indians from the Pine Ridge and Rosebud Indian Reservation,
South Dakota, who told me their name was Robidoux and that their
grandfather of .that name had the Scotts Bluff trading post. These
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Indians were in the North Platte Valley to help with the potato
harvest, but they were anxious to talk to someone else who had
knowledge of their ancestor. There was disagreement among them
whether grandfather's name was Joseph or something else, but that
Joseph was good enough for me when I turned up two illuminating
sources- at the Nebraska State Historical Society. One of these was
a recorded interview with Susan, the half-breed daughter of James
Bordeaux, the man who was the bourgeois at Fort Laramie in
1846 as recorded by Francis Parkman. She identified Joseph
Robidoux as the squawman of Scotts Bluff. Also a rare Robidoux
family biography reported a tradition that in 1857 Joseph E.
Robidoux, eldest son of the St. Joseph Joseph, moved from the
Plains to the White Cloud Indian Reservation in Eastern Kansas
and married an Oto woman. But there was a hitch-the Indian
descendents said that their grandfather was killed by a mule and
buried near Scotts Bluffs. It took me awhile to figure out the
truth-that grandfather in fact deserted his Sioux Indian family,
and the story about the mule was patently invented by the aggrieved mother to put a good face on things for the children!
You're wrong if you think that solved the mystery of Robidoux's
trading post. It was only the beginning, because my article on the
subject in Nebraska History for June 1949 axoused the interest of
others who had axes to grind and some other Robidoux as their
personal candidate. If you know anything about western history,
you know that there were a whole host of Robidouxs perambulating about the West-brothers, sons, nephews, all related to old Joe
at St. Joseph, but few contemporary writers, when they encountered a Robidoux, bothered to identify him. However, strongest
rival to Joseph E . was one Antoine Robidoux, for the simple reason
that two or three writers did positively identify an A. or Antoine
Robidoux at Scott's Bluff. Well, to make this story short, it took
a trip to the National Archives to prove what was beginning to
seem evident-there were several Robidouxs involved, not unnaturally, since it was a family enterprise headed up by the man in
St. Joseph who got the trading licenses. On a register of licenses
to trade among the Indians in 1850 is one issued to old Joe and
on it 4 traders are named-Joseph E ., Antoine, Michel and Isadore
Robidoux. This explains why emigrants' descriptions of the composite Robidoux are confusing and contradicting. He was several
people!
Incidentally, this Antoine was not brother Antoine Robidoux
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who rode with Kearny to California in 1846. This Antoine was a
nephew, son of brother Francis Robidoux.
The Robidoux tangles are untangled, to my s·atisfaction at least,
in my biography of Joseph Robidoux which will appear in Volume
VIII of Mountain Men of the Fur Trade. The complexity of this
task may be indicated also by the fact that there were not just
two Josephs, but 4 Joseph Robidouxs in 4 successive generations,
all prominent in the western fur trade. And, a few years ago I
got a letter from a fifth Joseph Robidoux, a Rosebud Indi-an, who
wanted to know how he should go about filing a claim for Scotts
Bluff land once held by his ancestor!
The mountain of overland migration material generated by the
initial research on these two fur traders led eventually to the book,
Great Platte River Road, which relates to the eastern third of the
Oregon-California trail. Before it was over with I had corralled
700- closer to 800-overlands and something simply had to be done
with them. Encouraged by a Nebraska Centennial research grant,
I start-ed the project in 1961, visiting virtually aU major repositories. This started out to be merely a study of the Oregon Trail in
western Nebraska; but it just wasn't possible to start at some
arbitrary point like the South Platte Crossing. The upshot was that
I finally started out at the Missouri River jumping-off places and
kept going to Fort Laramie, Wyoming. Then I had to provide a
proper chronology, and a review of what people ate, what they
wore, how they died- likewise a 50 page bibliography. The result
is a book of about 600 pages, not counting maps and illustrations.
It includes all my findings on Scott and the Robidouxs, as well
as a variety of other ex-fur traders who became involved as guides
during the migrations.
Well, let's tum to a different story which may be labelled the
Jackson Hole Case, or "The State of Wyoming vs. the National
Park Service." In 1929 Congress created Grand Teton National
Park, consisting of the beautiful Teton Mountain Range. Meanwhile John D. Rockefeller, Jr. and Horace Albright figured that
the park wouldn't be complete without the complementary valley
floor- Jackson Hole. Rockefeller quietly bought up valley land and
in 1944 Franklin D. Roosevelt created Jackson Hole National
Monument. This touched off a storm of protest among Wyoming
citizens who felt that their right to graze cattle on the public
domain was being trampled upon. This scrap culminated in a court
case with the object of declaring the Pr<Jclama.tion null and void.
This is where I came into the picture. The State claimed that the
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Proclamation, based on the Antiquities Act, was invalid because
there was nothing of scientific or historic value in Jackson Hole.
I was asked to research and document the history part, and was
given just six months to prepare testimony as an expert witness.
To make this story short, a fast tour of the western history library
circuit, coupled with analysis of topographic maps, revealed a
rather staggering number of early explorers, fur traders and trappers who had operated in, through or around Jackson Hole, beginning with John Colter, who spent the winter of 1807-1808 in
that vicinity, and Andrew Henry and his band of Missouri Fur
Company refugees from the Blackfoot country in 1810. In 1811 the
Astoria expedition under Wilson Price Hunt detached 4 trappers in
the Hole before proceeding over Teton Pass. Men of the Northwest Company followed the Snake River to its source, and named
the three Tetons. Jedediah Smith, William Sublette, Jim Bridger
and others of the Rocky Mountain Fur Company swarmed all over
the place beginning in 1824. In 1829 Sublette and Jackson met
here and named Jackson Hole before crossing the range to meet
Jedediah Smith in Idaho o"n his return from his marathon journey
to California and Oregon; thereafter came a whole procession of
mountain men until 1840 when the last rendezvous occurred. When
I published my finding later in the Pacific Northwest Quarterly,
the monograph was appropriately entitled, "Jackson Hole, Crossroads of the Western Fur Trade."
At the court trial the Wyoming prosecutor managed to produce
witnesses who swore up and down that nothing ever happened in
Jackson Hole. When I was called to the stand later the defense
wheeled in a truckload of books I was prepared to offer in testimony, but the judge ruled that the books per se were inadmissable
as evidence. Accordingly, I relied on the facts that had been engraved in my memory, and took over 6 hours, stretched over
two days, to summarize my personal knowledge of significant
fur trade happenings in Jackson Hole. When I had completed
my recital of events to 1840, Judge Kennedy took his hands
from his aching head, looked over the bemused audience and
then at me, to ask: "Are your sure you haven't left out anything?" When I told him I would be glad to give him a rundown
of events from 1840 to 1940 he hastened to assure me this wouldn't
be necessary. The judge's verdict was that the President of the
United States was within his rights in proclaiming Jackson
Hole a national monument, since there evidently were historical
as well as scientific values. It was a triumph for the conservation49

ists, and led later to an expanded Gr·a nd Teton National Park
which is enjoyed today by millions. I was later instrumental in
planning the museum at park headquarters which illuminates the
role of the Tetons and Jackson Hole in Rocky Mountain fur trade
and explorations. The Wyoming people are not objecting to this
now; they are enjoying the benefit of a booming tourist business.
The Chief Historian thought I should next tackle the history of
Yellowstone Park to help celebrate its 75th anniversary. It was
already clear that the early fur traders were all over Yellowstone
Park also after John Colter's discovery of it in 1808, and this
seemed like a routine chore until I ran into a very strange fact.
All my life I'd heard about Colter's Hell, that this was the colorful name bestowed on the Park by the fur trappers. Now all of
us know that once an attractive untruth, or misconception takes
root, it produces a tree with glamorous fruit and it's awfully hard
to prove that it's all an optical illusion. For a time I was caught in
this same charming trap, until the evidence in certain prime
sources began sending out warning signals. We all hate to find
out that George Washington didn't really cut down that cherry
tree, and I found it difficult to overcome the romantic notion that
Yellowstone's geyserfield and hot pools were once called Colter's
Hell. But in time, mind triumphed over emotion and there it was.
There was a place called Colter's Hell, but it wasn't the Yellowstone geysers at all; in fact, it was over 50 miles east of the
boundary of present Yellowstone Park, at a place on the Shoshone
River near Cody, Wyoming. That was the real Colter's Hell. The
evidence is in the sources and it is also on the ground, where
geological confirmation of hot springs and thermal activity still
exists, although nobody pays any attention to it to this day.
Obtaining their information first-hand from Jim Bridger who
was personally acquainted with the region, Captain Gunnison and
Father De Smet both told of a place of subterranean wonders on
the Shoshone River, then called the Stinkingwater, below the
Buffalo Bill Dam, where the Shoshone Canyon enters the mountains. Hiram M. Chittenden, the Yellowstone Park engineer turned
historian, was responsible for. the misconception when he published
the first edition of his famous book in 1895. He didn't say that
the Yellowstone Park geysers were Colter's Hell; however, since he
didn't know where else it was he just speculated that it was
probably the geysers. Later he had his own doubcs, and the subject was omitted from later e~itions, but by that tirr.e the damage
was done, and the romanticists wouldn't have it any other way-
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Yellowstone Park was Colter's Hell because it's such a lovely
poetic concept!
If anyone had bothered to take a magnifying glass and examine
Colter's route as shown in William Clark's map he would have
recognized that Colter did not even see the geyser basins; and
when he came to the Stinkingwater Canyon he did note a place
which he labelled-Colter's Hell. Jim Bridger had a reputation as
a liar, but even he didn't pretend that Yellowstone Park was
Colter's Hell. On the contrary, he drew a map for Father De Smet,
which is now in the De Smet Collection at St. Louis University,
which clearly identifies Colter's Hell as a specific spot on the
Stinkingwater, just west of where Cody, Wyoming now stands.
With all that clear-cut evidence from unimpeachable sources,
you would think, wouldn't you, that the matter was settled? In the
September 1949 issue of The Mississippi Valley Historical Review
I published an article entitled "Behind the Legend of Colter's Hell:
the Early Exploration of Yellowstone National Park." In 1960 the
Yellowstone Park Libraxy Association published my book, Colter's
Hell and Jackson's Hole, in which my findings on both areas were
combined, complete with maps, pictures and bibliography. This
has had wide circulation through Yellowstone National Park
visitors. But do you want to know something? I've seen several
books published in recent years by professional historians in which
Yellowstone Park is still unbelievably called Colter's Hell, and I've
heard lectures by Yellowstone Park rangers putting out the same
old threadbare fable. Meanwhile, my efforts to get Wyoming to at
least put up a sign at the real Colter's HeH have been fruitless.
Finally, it dawns on you. In the popular mind Yellowstone Park is
Colter's Hell, and there is nothing that any historian or even an
Act of Congress can do about it. There is one human trait that
stands like the Rock of Gibraltar. People believe what they want
to believe, and they resent any facts that get in their way.
National Park Service involvement with the fur trade seems to be
unlimited. We relate to trading posts of the British North West
Company at Grand Portage, a.t the western tip of Lake Superior,
in Minnesota, and the Hudson's Bay Company at Fort Vancouver,
on the Columbia River opposite Portland. We are involved with
the story of Imperial Russia at Sitka, Alaska, where the trade in
sea otter skins was the main economic force; when this trade
languished, Russia was glad to accept 732 million dollars for all of
Alaska, now recognized as our new frontier, of incalculable riches.
Contrary to the popular impression that Alaska went into a deep-
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freeze after the Seward purchase of 1867, there was a continuously
active fur trade with Eskimos, Aleuts and Athabascan Indians
coupled with geographical explorations and discovery. The fact
that this a1·ea has drawn little scholarly attention only means that
there are fertile research fields left here to conquer. In 1968 it
was my privilege to participate in a reconnaissance of the KobukKoyukuk wilderness area, above the Arctic Circle, and Eskimo
villages on the Arctic seacoast. The natives here, well adjusted to
a hostile climate, have a continuous history of b·ade. It is not the
people but their history that is in a scholarly deep-freeze, and
should be unfrozen. Presumably it will be when we have exhausted
the history of the original 48 states.
An area comfortably closer to home is the Missouri River, route
of Lewis and Clark, particularly the upper Missouri, which the
American Fur Company regarded as a priva,te road for many
decades. We hope to tell the story of river explorations and the
Indian b·ade at four localities: at the Jefferson National Expansion
Memorial at St. Louis, at the museum below ground, beneath the
630-foot Gateway Arch-at the Knife River Indian villages, 50
miles above Bismarck, North Dakota-at the site of Fort Union
trading post, opposite the mouth of Yellowstone River-and at Fort
Benton, Montana, prospective headquarters for the proposed Missouri Brecks National River area, of Lewis and Clark fame. The
historical and archeological research needed to inf01m restoration
architects and interpreters about the projects will keep us busy
for years to come. But I want to mention, in closing, the research
that has been expended on Missouri River historic sites that have
been destroyed-wholesale.
The U.S. Army Corps of Engineers has built 6 giant dams
across the Missouri River in the Dakotas and Montana, creating
reservoirs that have inundated over 700 miles of river valley. This
extensive tampering with the landscape may well have some distinct
short-range economic benefits; on the other hand there are some
distinct measurable economic losses, as well as ecological imbalances. There is also a high price paid in terms of cultural losses,
for these dams have obliterated literally hundreds of historic and
archeological sites. At Omaha I was deeply involved in historical and
archeological salvage programs, where with inadequate funding
frantic efforts were made-before dam consb·uction-to excavate
the sites a1·cheologically and research them historically. Confining
ourselves to sites of explomtion and fur trade provenience I can
suggest to you the extent of the disaster: over 50 identifiable
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Lewis and Clark camp sites; over a dozen trading post sites,
particularly those from 1797 to 1840; and of course over 50 percent
of the historical landscape. Among lost sites associated with Jedediah Smith alone, for example, were those of Fort Recovery and
Fort Kiowa in the Fort Randall Reservoir, and in the Oahe Reservoir, the historic Arikara villages and the setting of t-he hostilities
of 1823, when Jed Smith and Hiram Scott became officers in the
Missouri Legion. vVe made photographs, measured architechual
evidence, collected artifacts and researched these sites which had
been largely ignored by scholars but it was too little and too late.
There was not enough time or manpower to do the job right. Reports on these salvage activities for the benefit of posterity have
appeared in the Collections of the South Dakota Historical Society,
the North Dakota Historical Qum·terly, and Bullet·ins of the Bureau
of American Ethnology.
Let me close with the sh"ange story of Sacagawea of Lewis and
Clark fame, who died in 1812 at Fort Manuel Lisa just below the
North Dakota line, a site now many fat-homs deep under the
Oahe Reservoir. In 1950 someone in Wyoming decided that there
should be a federal memorial to Sacagawea at Fort Washakie, on
the Wind River Indian Reservation, because it was here-they
said-that she died in 1884. This bit of historical nonsense
originated with a grimly determined advocate of women's rights,
Dr. Grace Raymond Hebard of the University of Wyoming. It
was her mission to prove that a Shoshone woman who died there
in 1884 was indeed Sacagawea, notwithstanding the fact that the
poor woman herself when alive never made such an ex.travagent
claim. The same uncritical mentality that insisted Jackson Hole
had no history was capable of believing that the famous female
member of the Lewis and Clark expedition did not 1·eally die of
childbirth in 1812, as documented in the Luttig journal, but somehow lived magically on to the age of 97, totally unnoticed during
her lifetime but now entitled to deferred sainthood at a Wyoming
tourist shrine. Recently my attention was brought to a letterbook of William Clark, Superintendent of Indian Affairs, which
is dated 1825 and which gives the status at that time of expedition
members. Sacagawea, in William Clark's own handwriting, is Hsted
in 1825 as "dead." This is good enough for me but it is proba,bly
not acceptable to h·ue believers of mythology.
Research is hard work, and if the tmth it reveals in some quarters is unpopular, research can get you into trouble. But by and
large, research also can be fun, and to the extent that it is the
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honest pursuit of truth, it can provide the satisfaction, sometimes
the joy, that accompanies any creative human skill.

A new book by Mr. Mattes, The Great Platte River Road ( 583
pages, 34 illus., 10 maps), is now available from the Nebraska
State Historical Society, for $7.95.
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Dr. R. Coke Wood
Direclor of Pacific Cenler for Weslern
Rislorical Studies
RECOMMENDS:
The California State Parks Foundation has launched a state-wide
fund-raising campaign to restore the lovely old Russian chapel at
Fort Ross which was destroyed by fire on October 10.
Cost of restoration will be approximately $75,000, according to
estimates from the California Department of Parks and Recreation.
A set of plans of the building exists, but exper.t craftsmanship will
be required because of its unique construction.
The fort was built by Russia in 1812 and served as headquarters
for the Russian fur trade on the Pacific Coast. The chapel, built in
1825, collapsed in the 1906 earthquake and was restored in 191617 with many of the original timbers. An unusual architectural
feature of the chapel was a pair of six-sided towers.
The California State Parks Foundation has been designated the
official agency to receive gifts for the Fort Ross chapel restoration.
Contributions are fully tax-deductible. Checks should be marked
"Fort Ross Chapel" and sent to the California State Parks Foundation, 315 Montgomery St., San Francisco, California 94104.
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Small boats docked and loaded where once Russian colonists
pulled in their catches of fish. On the bluff above the landing
the 1·emains of the outpost survived as part of a 1·anch.
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Bastion or blockhouse at Fort Ross. Russia abandoned this colony
i'n 1841 and Sutter purchased the bwildings and equipment. Some
of the suppl·ies, etc., were brought to Sutter's Fort.

In the 1890s, fifty years
after the Rttssiar~s had
left, Fort Ross was a
clilapidatecl curiosity, a
victim of both weather
and vandalism.
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After the collapse of the Chapel of Fort Ross in the earthquake
of 1906 the fort site was purchased by the California Historical
Landmarks Committee of San Francisco and presented to the
State of California in the same year.

Under the ownership of the
State of California, Fort Ross
was repaired and opened for
public use. By 1934 new
bastions and cupolas overlooked the inviting beach.
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Soon every object used by the colonists was priceless. In 1955
the builders came again, this time with pegs and century-old
timbers to duplicate the work and the fort of the Russians.
But a beginning had been made. The decay of Fort Ross had
been halted and its unique historic value had been recognized.

On October 10, 1970, the little chapel was desh·oyed
by a fire that started from unknown causes in the building's basement.
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Theodor Cordua - The Pioneer of
New Mecklenburg In The
Sacramento Valley
RuTH M. PANTEL-CORDUA
While many books have been written about the goldrush and
about Captain John Sutter, the first settler in the Sacramento
Valley, who was often called the Father of California, little is
known about another settler who arrived there three years later
and also fell victim to the goldrush - Theodor Cordua. Cordua
had neither Sutter's personal magnetism, nor his power to make
friends, nor his military ambitions. He was just an ordinary man,
and when he heard the glowing accounts of Sutter's good fortune
in California, he, too, wanted to settle in that remote and little
known region of Mexico.
Theodor Cordua's memoirs relating to his stay in California
were translated and edited by Professor Erwin G. Gudde and
published by the California Historical Society in 1933.1 In an
earlier chapter of his memoirs Cordua tells about his youth on
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his father's estate, "Wardow" in Mecklenburg, Germany, where he
grew up with eleven brothers and sisters. At an early age he knew
that he was not born to be a scholar or a scientist. After school
he would run to the lake behind his father's house to float boats
he had carved himself or -construct sailing equipment, and to dream
of ocean travel and far-away lands. The best way to satisfy his
longing to explore the world would be to become a merchant, he
thought.
After many sailings and twenty-five years as an international
merchant in Holland, Africa, Batavia, South America and Hawaii,
Cordua landed in Monterey, California, on May 20, 1842. He
brought with him a shipload of goods, with the intention of engaging in some sort of trading. But soon after a visit to Sutter's Fort,
"New Helvetia", he decided to become a farmer. Sutter, at that
time, had just acquired Fort Ross from the Russians, and after a
severe drought in 1841, he was fighting off his creditors. He welcomed the arrival of new immigrants like Bidwell and Cordua,
and concluded a contract with the latter. Cordua and his compatriot, Charles W. FHigge, leased part of Sutter's grant, 2 and
according to the agreement, they were to receive wild and domestic
cattle and horses, in return for which Sutter was to receive $8000
worth of Cord.ua's merchandise. In the fan of 1842 these two
immigrants were the first rancheros to settle on the Yuba River.
A few months later, Fliigge withdrew from the partnership and
returned to work for Sutter.3 Until 1844 Cordua remained the only
settler in the Yuba and Feather Delta, surrounded only by his
native Indians.
According to Mexican law, Cordua could consider the Indians
who were living on his territory-4 as his subjects. They were limited
in their relations with other settlers, but were free to work for
Cordua. He gave them employment, paid them wages and food
whenever he needed work done, and they doubtlessly enjoyed a sort
of semi-feudal protection under him. All this came to an end when
gold was discovered. Cordua wrote in his memoirs: "The Californian Indians could neither be .driven out of the country nor
could they emigrate because the neighboring Indians refused to
admit them .into their territory." But Earl Ramey, in "The Beginnings of Marysville,"5 says that already by December, 1849, town
records indicated that there were no Indians who were classified
as permanent residents. "After they were banned from .the mines
which rightfully belonged to them, they disappeared into the
hills ...."
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In addition to the lease from Sutter, Cordua acquired in 1844 a
grant of seven leguas from the Mexican Government. His ranch,
which he called "New Mecklenburg," now consisted of twelve
leguas ( 60,000 acres) and reached from the delta of the Yuba and
Feather rivers to the foothills of the Sierra Nevada. But if Cordua
had hoped to attract more of his countrymen as settlers, he was
mistaken. Only after the discovery of gold were people at home even his brother - willing to come to California. But then it was
too late.
Historians have described Cordua's struggle to overcome the
inhospitable environment of the Yuba-Feather delta region as somewhat heroic. First he had to learn to communicate with his natives
and to teach them the simplest labor. With their help, he erected
an adobe dwelling, put up barns and fences for his animals, made
layouts for gardens and corn fields. Cordua called his ranch one
of the finest in California, "suitable for cattle raising as well as
soil cultivation. The big plain of the Sacramento Valley contained
hardly any trees, only here and there a few beautiful oaks. The
banks of the rivers were lined with alders, willows and sycamores,
an ideal grazing land - lowlands of 500 to 2000 acres."6 However,
after the end of the first three years, he had spent $15,000 establishing his industries, but he had received no income. Then, in
1846, the first "matanza" (slaughter of 200 head of cows and steers)
brought him his first substantial income, and he was able to pay
his most pressing debts.
When the Mexican War swept through California and John C.
Fremont hoisted the Bear Flag and declared California's independence from Mexico, Cordua, alone on his ranch, remained neutral.
During the campaign of 1844/45 he had grudgingly joined Sutter
and the little army Sutter had drafted to march with Micheltorena
against the Californians. Cordua writes that in May, 1845, "the
campaign ended with the defeat of our party and no casualties on
both sides, except one horse's tail." However, he did not remain
there long. "I received the honorable commission of an official
messenger and was wise enough not to return." Professor Gudde
comments that it was "small wonder that Sutter, who wrote a
glowing account of this somewhat quixotic campaign, does not
speak highly of Cordua in his writings."7
Cordua has been described as a "fat, jolly, whist-loving man,
popular with everybody." His ranch stood on the California-Oregon
trail through the Sacramento Valley, and by 1846 travel over this
route from Oregon had become so extensive that Cordua's adobe
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became an important way station and trading post for hunters,
emigrants and, later, miners. The old adobe with its thick walls,
seemingly built to withstand a siege, was destroyed by fire in
1851.8
The year 1847 had more rewards in store for Cordua. Having
secured the aid of several German emigrants, he could enlarge
the scope of his operations. The matanzas quadrupled, meat and
bacon were salted and smoked, sausages were made, large crops
of wheat harvested. Cordua writes: "Chickens I had by the
thousands, and there was no lack of butter and cheese. Salmon
was smoked in great quantities. Caviar, which the Russians considered as good as that of the Volga, was made from the spawn
of the sturgeon. My hunters curried leather from deer skins and
made trousers and shoes. Skins of the otter and beavers I sold to
the Hudson Bay Company." Other products were preserved for
export to the East Indies. But in the neighborhood, the Sacramento
Valley, the market was not sufficient.
Cordua conceived a plan to proVIde a means of disposing of his
products. In 1846, soon after the American occupation of California,
he leased from Capt. J. B. R. Cooper a small country estate situated in Corte Madera on San Francisco Bay in Marin County, a
few miles inside the Golden Gate. As whalers and warships came
to visit the bay in ever increasing numbers, Cordua decided to
make Corte Madera a station to victual these ships. Preparations
were underway. He built a dwelling place, a large chicken bouse,
and fences. Then he brought 500 chickens, 100 milk cows, 1000
sheep and ten hogs to the new location, and also started truck
gardening. However, he found that he could not handle two
industries 200 miles apart all by himself. It was impossible for
him to find a suitable manager for Corte Madera, hence he was
forced to abandon this project after a year's trial.
His goals were now set even higher. Mazatlan in Mexico, and
the Sandwich Islands seemed to be good market places. He gave
orders to construct a schooner of 150 tons for this operation.
Between New Mecklenburg and San Francisco he proposed to run
a monthly launch which was to serve both freight and passengers,
the "New Mecklenburg and San Francisco Packet." He won the
bid of the U. S. Army Quartermaster for the delivery of 180 tons
of hay at $16.50 per ton. With the proceeds of this contract he
planned to finance the schooner.
The year 1847 ended with the greatest expectations. Then
disaster struck. Gold was found not far from Cordua's ranch.
Ramey observes that "the discovery of gold in California brought
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about the same results in New Mecklenburg as it did to New
Helvetia. The same pathetic story of Sutter's numerous industries
being deserted by his workmen and thus allowed to deteriorate
could be repeated in the case of Cordua." We read in Cordua's
"Memoirs", "Soldiers left their posts with arms, horses, and saddles;
sailors left their ships; officers, mates, captains, citizens, lawyers,
officials, alcaldes, all hurried to the gold regions in the Sacramento
Valley." In their hearts was the song of 1849: "Oh CaWorny! That's
the 'l and for me! I'm bound for Sacramento with the washbowl
on my knee!" When Cordua returned to his ranch after completing
the hay contract, all of his employees had left with the exception of
his majordomo, who was stone-drunk, and a few Indians. Everybody else was down at the rivers, washing gold. Cordua could do
nothing to stop the deterioration of his ranch. His fields were
heavy with over-ripe grain. Labor was unattainable. A state of
lawlessness developed; more was stolen than bought. "These were
the beautiful golden times," Cordua continues, "in which almost
all of the well-to-do Californians became poor." Had he only had
a few honest Mecklenburgers around in his neighborhood, they
would have made it, "not by gold-digging, but by the possession
of land, by agriculture, and cattle raising."
But Cordua was alone. Finally he decided to take a partner.
His choice fell upon Charles Covillaud, an Americanized Frenchman who had worked on his ranch as a mechanic and overseer.
Covillaud, now an influential gold-miner, received half of New
Mecklenburg. This deal did not work out, however, and Cordua
sold the other half of New Mecklenburg to Covillaud's brothers-inlaw, Messrs. Foster and Nye. A year later, these gentlemen sold
their shares to Covillaud, who then, for a short time, was the sole
owner of New Mecklenburg. On January 1, 1849, Theodor Cordua,
the first pioneer of the Yuba and Feather delta, turned his ranch
over to the new owner and left his land, "with 300 pounds of the
Yuba's finest gold," but with tears in his eyes.
Ramey summarizes Cordua's experience in California: "Cordua
had labored six years and had in his possession $75,000 of wealth,
a fair showing even in that golden era. But he had really left his
wealth behind in the possession of persons who had created very
little wealth as he had done. They had given him gold which they
had found but which was of no use to him unless he might exchange it again for usable wealth."
Cordua's first impulse was to embark for Europe, but there was
no future for him there. Shipping by steamboat was not yet in
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existence. So he remained in San Francisco. However, those were
the turbulent, lawless days following the discovery of gold. Crime
increased as the danger of prosecution lessened. Corrupt politicians
controlled the city. There was no security for the life and property
of its citizens, a situation which led to the formation of the Vigilante Committee in 1851. Cordua was not able to get settled again.
Ramey continues: "It was hazardous to hold gold in California in
those days, and some of his was stolen. The only alternative was
to invest as soon as possible in some promising venture. New
towns and trading were the most popular investments. But the very
presence of the gold in the country made these enterprises hazardous. Land was given fabulous values, and trading was at the
mercy of restless employees who sought a more direct way to
secure gold than wage employment. To these hazards Cordua
fell a victim and lost most of his gold."
In May 1852, Cordua took passage on the brig "Caesar," which
stopped in San Francisco on her voyage from Bremen to Honolulu.
He concludes the tenth chapter of his memoirs:
"On May 22, 1852, after a stay of ten years I left California. Many people
had I befriended, hundreds had I entertained at my table, my house always
had been open and a free hotel for all travellers. Yet I did not leave a
single friend behind. When my glance had fallen upon Yerba Buena for the
first time, there had been but six houses and ten huts, and the many bare
sand hills had offered a sad sight. Now the barren hills had disappeared
together with the old name of Yerba Buena. The parting glance fell upon
the large and beautiful City of San Francisco, the queen of commerce of
the whole western coast of America. A city the size of Bremen, built from
material and by people of all nations of the world. At points where ten years
ago ships anchored there were large warehouses. This tremendous metamorphosis had taken place in hardly four years! He who knows me will
realize that I am little inclined to sentimentality. Yet in this moment I had a
feeling as if my chest was to burst open and I had to hide in a quiet corner
in order to collect myself."
1 The excerpts from Cordua's "Memoirs" in this article are taken from
Professor Gudde's translation of chapter ten of the Memoirs which was
published in the California Historical Society Quarterly, vol. 12, pp.
279-311.
2 Sutter's grant, at that time, consisted of eleven leguas.
3 In 1845, Fli.igge left California and embarked for Hawaii. The goldrush
brought him back to California.
4 Six to seven thousand Indians, according to Cordua's estimate.
5 Earl Ramey "The Beginnings of Marysville" in California Historical
Society Quarterly, vol. 14, No. 3 and 4 (1935)
6 Gudde. op. cit. p. 284.
7 Ibid. p. 288.
8 Historic Spots in California, 3rd ed., (1966), p. 587.
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Original Historical .Memo founJ
It would appear to border upon the ludicrous to announce that
the discovery of a properly indexed manuscript in Bancroft Library
is an exciting "find" of original historical source material. Yet that
is the way it is regarded by C. Raymond Clar of Sacramento, and
it probably will be so regarded by other researchers in the area
of Mexican-California history.
In the November 1961 issue of The Pacific Historian, and in the
three following issues, there appeared a sketch of the life of
Captain John Clar under the title "Pioneer Among the Argonauts."
Spanish-born Juan Clar first visited California in 1836 as the commodore's private clerk aboard Sloop of War Peacock, and again
with Jones at the Capture of 1842. He was sailing master of the
famous barque Alex von Humboldt which brought many famed
immigrants to California in 1849. In 1851 Clar bought a present
Oakland site from Vicente Peralta. These incidents and many
others were related by his grandson in The Pacific Historian
article.
D uring more than a decade of research one potential source
evaded Author Clar. This was what T. H. Hittell footnoted as
"Clar's MS" on page 427 of Volume 2 of his four volume History
of California ( S.F., 1886).
Some twenty years ago grandson Clar visited the old Hittell
home on Turk Street in San Francisco. Small hope of recovering
the item ensued from this visit between second-generations. Twice
the author searched old material at Sutro Library where the Hittell
papers were stored for safe keeping. So it had to be assumed that
the manuscript was lost or destroyed, possibly during the Fire
of 1906.
On a recent day this August Author Clar was flipping cards
in the manuscript index at Bancroft Library for the innocent
purpose of showing a friend how the system worked. There it was:
"Clar, John. Memorandum for Hon. T. H. Hittell."
The six legal-size pages of script do not contain any startling
new information regarding the early history of California. They do
present eye-witness statements and verify some assumptions on the
part of the grandson biographer. For example, the alleged American instigation of the Alvarado Revolt of 1836, which resulted in
the declared independence of Alta California, is pretty well proved
by this memo to be untrue.
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"Nevertheless," says Author Chu-, "I immediately p~oned the
Big Trees Press of Felton and shouted, 'Hold the presses.'"
About three years ago Mr. Clar began to contemplate the
gathering of the four issues of The Pacific Historian under one
cover as a small private publication. Quite naturally the "couple
of small additions" in text began to grow as new source data accumulated. Currently, the story has grown to four times its
original size under its new title Quarterdecks and Spanish Grants.
This hard cover book will be ready for the Christmas trade and
will be issued by Glenwood Publishers.
The Vallejos

of California

Benicia Vallejo

~e')2.ffejos of <Salifot'nia
By
MADIE BROWN EMPARAN
Libraries, book collectors and avid readers of California history
will welcome this new biography of Mariano Guadalupe Vallejo.
All readers will be grateful to Madie Brown Emparan for her
20-year research in preparation of this book. She had access to a
great number of unpublished letters and documents. The illustrations which add much to the handsome typography, consist of
twelve portraits: one of Vallejo and one of his wife, the remaining
ten of his sons and daughters. Order from: Mrs. Richard Raoul
Emparan, 405 Claudia Drive, Sonoma, California 95476.
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THE APPELAMINY
Was it the Stanislaus?
I. N.

"JACK" BROTHERTOl'\

After Jedediah Smith's troubles with the Mexican authorities
during December of 1827, he was ordered out of California. But
Jedediah Strong Smith had other ideas. He crossed the Tehachapi
Mountains and entered the upper end of the San Joaquin Valley
in the latter part of January, 1828.
Proceeding north in a leisurely fashion, he trapped and
named rivers until by the end of April we find him on a river
which he called the Wild River, and which has been identified as
the American. After an unsuccessful attempt to cross the Sierra
Nevadas he returned south some seventy-five miles to his Appelaminy River, which historians have since identified as the Stanislaus. Here he set up a more or less permanent camp where he
left his men while he, with two others, made the first west-to-east
crossing of the Sierras in the last weeks of May, 1827. He kept
the rendezvous of that year at Bear Lake, northeast of Salt Lake
City.
Was Jedediah Srnil'h's camp on the Appelaminy a fortified camp
or did the men remaining in California just pick out a shady, more
or less sheltered spot on the bank of the river and spread their
blankets? Smith has stated in his journals that the Indians in the
areas of his camp were friendly and that his men had no fear of
any hostility on their part. Smith did, however, also state that he
had had a little set-to with the Mokelumne tribe farther north in
which five Indians were killed by Smith's men before the Indians
discovered that they were not attacking a group of not-so-straight
shooting Mexicans.
While it is doubtlessly true that Smith's men had nothing to fear
from the Indians, it is equally true that they may have had some
apprehensions concerning the Mexican military. The trappers were
in the valley illegally in the eyes of the Mexican government, and
therefore they might be subjected to an attempt by" the Mexican
army to drive them out of the valley. They were visited once
during the summer, while Smith was gone, by a small armed
squad of Mexican soldiers. After the exchange of pleasantries the
Mexicans returned to San Jose apparently satisfied that the Ameri-
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The author with R. Coke Wood and President Atherton
cans were peacea<
b le and that they intended to move out as soon as
their leader returned.
In spite of all these peaceable demonstrations on the part of
both the Mexicans and the Indians, the fact still remains that
these were Rocky Mountain men: men who were hardened ·tO the
rigors and dangers of a frontier existence, men who engaged in
numberless battles with Indians, and always, if at all possible,
from behind a barricade of sorts, be it their bales of furs, or a
dead horse. When Smith and his party were attacked by the
Mojaves on their second crossing of the Colorado, the first thing
the survivors did was retreat to a sapling thicket and hack down
some of the small trees to build a breastwork. From this hastily
constructed fortification they successfully defended themselves;
only two of their men were wounded by Indian arrows.
When Estanislao and his warriors fought the Mexican army from
behind log barricades and from pits dug into the earth like our
modem fox-holes they did so in a manner, or with a method,
heretofore unknown to the Mexicans. It was the first time that they
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had encountered Indian resistance of this fashion. Up until that
time Indian intelligence had not progressed to the point of fighting
other than in the open or from behind a convenient tree. Granted
that Estanislao and Cippriano were of an intelligence superior to
that of their tribesmen, it is doubtful that they built their barricades and dug their pits of their own volition.
The site of Smith's camp and the site of the Estanislao battles
have been historical footballs for a long time. They have been
kicked around a lot by historians. That the battles took place at a
great bend in the river Laquisimes is a recorded fact. The only
great bend remaining in a river which has changed its course countless times is that in the Stanislaus just east of Riverbank. The last
battle, after the Indians had retreated, was at Arroyo Seco, and
just where that might be is. anyone's guess. Arroyo Seco, meaning
dry creek, was a term applied by the Spanish to almost any and
every gully that was not carrying a stream of water when it was
discovered. Yet at this Arroyo Seco the Mexicans found a second
barricade that obviously could not have been built in the short
length of time between the last two battles, which was a matter of
only a few hours.
I would say that if you were able to find and pinpoint the
battle sites through a thorough research of the records, you would
then also have located the site of Smith's camp, with the possibility
of a second fort having been built upriver in case a retreat from
the first became necessary. Given an opportunity the Rocky
Mountain man left little to chance when it came to protecting his
life and property.
Another question of importance is this: Was Smith's Appelaminy,
the Mexican's Laquisirnes, and Fremont's Stanislaus one and the
same river? Smith says he named his river for a neighboring
Indian tribe. According to mission records two of the tribes living
on the Stanislaus were the Laquisimes and the Tahualamnes, the
first tribe in the lower reaches of the river, the second in an area
above Knight's Ferry.
In 1810 Padre Jose Viader accompanied Gabriel ~oraga on two
expeditions that were concerned primarily with an examination of
the San Joaquin River, from the Stockton area south to about Los
Banos to locate possible s~tes for an inland mission. On August 15th
they left Mission San Jose and proceeded up the San Ramon
Valley, past Mount Diablo to the Carquinez Straits. Turning east
and then south-easterly they followed the San Joaquin down the
west side to Pacheco Pass, and then turned westerly to Mission
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Hugh Hayes shows Mrs. Mosby his gun
San Juan Bautista.
Viader's diary of this trip can be readily retraced backward
from San Juan Bautista. Assuming that his distances between
camps are reasonably accurate, their camp of the 22nd of August
was on the west side of the river between Crow's Landing and
Newman. On the opposite side of the river he notes that the tribes
were the Tationes and the Apaglamenes. This would place them
between the Merced and the Tuolumne Rivers, fairly close to the
Merced.
On October 19th of the same year ( 1810) Viader and Moraga
again left Mission San Jose, bound for the San Joaquin. This time
they crossed the San Joaquin at a ford about two or three miles
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above Grayson. From there ,they went upstream on the east side
of the river, "past the Apelamenes or Tationes," to the Merced
River. They crossed the Merced, proceeded about three miles on
up the San Joaquin and recrossed over to the west side. Turning
northwesterly and following the San Joaquin they crossed "Orestirnac Arroyo" or Orestimba, as we know it, at a point opposite the
"Apelamenes." This then reasonably locates the Apelamenes as inhabiting the region around the mouth of the Merced River, and
on the east bank of the San Joaquin.
Smith says that when he returned south from Wild River, (the
American ) he travelled seventy-five miles back to the Appelaminy.
Depending entirely upon where he was on the American, this
would place him near Oakdale, if he were near Auburn, or on the
Tuolumne, if he were near Sacramento when he turned back. In
all probability he was in the Auburn area, as he had just then
made an unsuccessful attempt to cross the Sierras by following up
Wild River. These comparative distances that I have used are
air-line, but they should be close to the distance travelled by
Smith. Out on the plains, and travelling between definite points,
he would very likely take a straight course.
Until such time as additional records are found and then only
when they have been adequately researched, the two questions that
I have propounded here will probably have to go unanswered, in
spite of my personal theories regarding the answers. In themselves
the questions do nothing more than beget additional questions.
Some of the questions raised by this study are: First-let
us consider the fortifications used by Estanislao. If Smith's men
built them, then they were on the Stanislaus River. If they did not
build them then we must credit the Indian with considerably more
intelligence than has usually been attributed to him. This then
brings up a secondary question. Would these Rocky Mountain men
camp out in the open, without making any provision for defenses,
if they were needed?
Secondly- a conclusion as to Smith's name of Appelaminy. If
Padre Viader was correct in his identification of his "Apalamense," then Smith and his men were camped on the Merced
River, and not the Stanislaus. If Smith was camped on the Stanislaus then he was mistaken in the name of the neighboring tribe of
Indians. Yet, on the ·other hand, if Smith was reasonably accurate
in his distance of seventy-five miles south of his Wild River, or
the American, and seventy miles northwest of Mission San Jose,
then he could well have been on the Stanislaus. The secondary
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question to this conclusion then is: How did. Smith happen to
identify his neighboring Indian tribe as the Appelaminys, when
Viader had placed them some twenty-five miles further south, and
near Merced?
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AZpheus BuZZ- Minister, Miner, Merchantson of Henry Bull and Jane Stitt Bull.

ALPHEUS BULL MINISTER,
MINER, MERCHANT
ELMO ARNOLD RoBINSOK

In the life of Alpheus Bull one finds the concentrated story of
what was happening to many Americans of his day. His was the
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frontier spirit, expressing itself in movement from a more stable
civilization in southern New York State to the milling mixtures of
peoples in the Ohio Valley. Here was adventure-a new country
to explore and enjoy, and a new religious message to share. From
these scenes of comparative comfort the pioneer urge carried him
through the hardships of transcontinental travel to the physical
labors of the frontier camp. From mining he escaped to merchandizing, again a new and unfamiliar enterprise. From then on the
man who once dreamed of a hermit existence, surrounded only
by nature and books, found himself increasingly caught up in the
affairs of business and finance. The man who had been repelled
by the greed of his forty-niner companions found himself, perhaps
in spite of himself, becoming modestly wealthy. Somewhat confused in later life about what was happening, he yet recognized
social responsibilities. The man who came to preach Universalism
found fewer and fewer opportunities to do so, but never lost
allegiance to the ideals which had been his early inspiration.
This fragmentary sketch of one whose love of nature's rich
beauty was not weakened by the books of the preacher or the
tools of the miner may be to the reader, as he has been to the writer,
a stirring bit of Americana. It is ironical that the narrative should
have been attempted, not by one of his many descendents, but
by one related to him only by a common religious heritage.
It is pleasant to imagine that it was in 1915 that I first became
acquainted with Alpheus Bull. This cannot be literal truth, for
he had then been dead for a quarter of a century. Yet it was then
that his name first came to my attention. More recently, when
browsing through an 1849 magazine, the pages opened to an unexpected find: a long letter from him, describing his journey to
California across Mexico. It was then that the impetus for this
essay emerged.
Alpheus Bull was born in Bullville, Orange County, New York
on June 9, 1816. In •that county the Bull family is now recognized
as one of the oldest and most prolific. A family reunion may bring
together as many as 600 persons. Its ancestry is traced to Peter
Bull ( 1619-1646) of Wolverhampton, Staffordshire, England. Peter's
grandson, William ( 1689-1755), was the first to come to America
and to Orange County. A descendent describes why William emigrated. After learning the stonemason's trade in Ireland he obtained a contract to build an arch. "The arch collapsed: William
came to America."
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Here William married SaTah Wells. In 1712 at the age of sixteen she had been sent under the guidance of Indians from Staten
Island to Orange County. The record states that she died there
at the age of 102. Three generations later in 1810, Henry Bull
(1787-1857) married Jane Stitt. They were the parents of A1pheus.1
Clues which promised to lead to information concerning Bull's
early life have supplied only negative results. For his first thirty
years details have not become available. Memorial records in San
Francisco are confusing.2 They state that Alpheus went ''West" in
1832, but only for a brief period. He is then supposed to have
made a second journey to the "Southwestern States," where he remained for seventeen years. Another source, probably more accurate, asserts that he came from Bullville to Cincinnati in 1846.3
As will be seen shortly, this should be 1845.
At this time Bull was a Universalist minister. His extant letters
imply that members of his family were of a different persuasion,
perhaps Quakers, and did not look with enthusiasm upon his
divergence. Quaker influence appears in Bull's use of "thee," in
his avoidance of firearms, in references to him by Californians as
a Quaker, and in a family tradition that this was his faith.
In Cincinnati, Universalists had been active since 1827. The
denomination, now a part of the Unitarian Universalist Association,
dates its birth from a sermon by John Murray in New Jersey in
1770.~ The tenet which differentiated it from other Christian sects
of that peri:od was a denial of endless punishment in hell and an
affirmation of ultimate salvation for all. These doctrines had previously been preached, but not emphasized, by several religious
leaders in Boston and Philadelphia, but it was Murray who spread
the idea in coastal towns from Philadelphia to Portsmouth. His influence led to the establishment of churches; one in New York
City was called the Universal Society of Friends. With the postRevolutionary movement Universalism filtered inland into New
England and across the Hudson. Itinerant preachers carried its
message to new communities, and sometimes established societies,
as at Hudson and Hartwick in New York. It was such an itinerant
that Bull seems to have been.
In an official list of Universa-list ministers for 1847 the name of
Alpheus Bull appears for the first timer; He is classed as a new
preacher. His address in given as Cincinnati. A news item in an
old periodical indicates that he was preaching there and in Dayton,
Ohio. The official list for 1848 places him in Dayton, Indiana.
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There were Universalist churches in Dayton and in near-by
Lafayette,6 with both of which he was probably associated. He had
arrived in Indiana in 1847. On May 12th of the following year he
was present at the Indianapolis home of the Rev. Erasmus Manford
for the reorganization of the Universalist Convention of Indiana.•
The Universalist Register of 1849 gives his residence as Lafayette, Indiana, that for 1850, as Upper California. In 1851, 1852, and
1854 his address was said to be Sacramento, but this was probably
merely a post office address, rather than a residence. In 1859, his
name is said to have been omitted previously by mistake. He is
now, as again in 1860, placed in San Francisco. In 1864, Register
readers were informed that in California "our four preachers
generally pursue other business, and preach only occasionally."
Their meager references confirm the implication of Bull's own
letter to Grosh, mentioned below, that !he arrived in California as
a Universalist minister. They indicate that for several years he continued to consider himself as such.
Under whose influence Bull became a Universalist and a minister
is at present unknown. He was a friend of the Rev. W. S. Balch,
editor of Universalist journals, in one of which Bull's transcontinental story appeared. He knew, or knew about, the Rev. A. B.
Grosh. Both of these clergymen worked in various parts of New
York State. In Cincinnati he must have known the Rev. Abel C.
Thomas, who later near Philadelphia officiated at Bull's second
marriage, and for whom his daughter, Marie Thomas Bull, may
have been named.
There are three extant letters from Bull during his mid-western
period. 8 In condensing these and those which follow I shall
imitate his vocabulary and style, using quotations and paraphrases,
and adjusting verb tenses. My comments I shall place in brackets.
In these three letters there is surprisingly little about his work.
The earliest letter is addressed to his sister, Mary Elizabeth Bull,
in Bullville, and is dated "on the banks of the Ohio [Kentucky],
September 18, 1845." His day's work is done. He has retired to his
room, from which he can see steamboats on the river. Although he
has no close associates, he is not lonesome, for he has cast off the
notions of community and after his daily toil he consults only
himself. He has met a fine girl, and he has been thinking indecisively about marriage. For two months he has been living with
the Anderson family, who have five children. Mrs. Anderson is a
good housekeeper. The people are kindly. There are no bed bugs,
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but the mosquitos and knates [sic] are terrible. The delightful
scenery has charmed him. He has enjoyed melons, grapes, and
berries. They have fine preaching services in the woods, to which
everyone rides horseback. His time is constantly employed, and he
has to talk a great deal.
Although his general health is good, his neck is «out of kilter."
[There is an inconclusive hint of possible physical labor on the
river docks.] He is sending seeds of cypress vine and hysope,
which his girl friend has given him. He dreams of home, and
wishes William Mills were a Universalist. This letter he will mail
in Cincinnati, but replies should be sent to the post off.ice at
Burlington, Kentucky, seven miles from his residence.
The second letter is also to his sister Mary. It is dated at Rising
Sun, Indiana, July 22, 1846. [Rising Sun is not far from his former
Kentucky home. There was a Universali~t Church in Rising Sun,
but Bull is not listed among its pastors.] 9 He had arrived yesterday to find Mary's month-old letter. He is pleased that the seeds
of the cypress vine are growing, but laments that his other sisters
since marrying no longer write. He is expecting the arrival of Tom
Bull any day.
[A ministerial style pervades parts of this letter. There is gloom
about deaths and separations.] One who has preached the Univer-
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salist doctrine for seventeen years has recently died. 1 0 A physician
friend in Kentucky, a Dr. Childers, has been murdered. And as to
his relatives, "Think, Ma.ry, what a family this is for intemperance; almost every one of the boys given to it."
He chides his sister for her conventional religious views. "With
all your round of attention to the Scriptures, Bible recitations,
prayer meetings and catechisms .... when you spoke about death
you could not express yow-self like Paul . . . . I k!now that this is
the best your system can give." His own faith is far more confidant. He praises a family warmly "for having resisted the
popular influence of arraying themselves in dark apparel to express mourning."
On the whole he is happy. He has been in Cincinnati all SJ?ring
and summer, but on account of sickness there, he came to Rising
Sun. "I visit the sick; I wit'lless death." He has some great times in
his meandering rounds in this country, yet enjoys himself in his
room. He has met an old friend, David Thompson. He rejoices
that Crawford has voted dry. [Crawford is a few miles from Bullville; he seems once to have lived there.] He sends fond greetings
to his parents, his grandfather, his three sisters, and to others. He
longs for home, promising to return.
A few days after writing Mary he wrote to Dr. Lyman Cook of
North Castle, New York, whom he addresses as "dear sir and
vener-able friend." [Apparently Cook had lived in Rising Sun, where
Bull had known him on a previous visit.] "Those hours we were
in the habit of passing together" are pleasantly recalled, and news
since the Doctor's departUTe is reported. Heal.th conditions are poor;
violent fevers are common. But the Govemor's family is very well.
Henry is doctoring his eyes. Samuel is ill; also Miss Caulkins. Dr.
Marion has moved to Oxford, Ohio. Bull is boarding at Mr.
Rector's. Mr. Craven is there.
His marriage to Ellen, which the Doctor had urged, has fallen
through, partly because of Bull's fear of proverty. At the same time
he deplores an interest in making money. Still he is not fully decided about marriage and will welcome advice. He has thoughts
of retirement and living alone from society. "How sweet the hours
pass undisturbed by man without and anxiety within. Then one
can give scope to his own mind. Then he can commune with
books."
Like many of his rest'less ministeria:l brethern in the Ohio Valley,
Bull soon moved on-from Oh~o to Indiana. In Lafayette in 1849
he joined a small party for the journey to California by way of
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Texas and Mex:ico. 11 Going first to New Orleans, probably in
March, and thence, presumably by boat, to Port Lavaca, the
group purchased mules for the trip across Mexico. Their route
seems to have been through Monterey, Torrea, and Durango. A
letter to Balch recounting this segment of the trip has not been
found. In a later letter from California he records incidents and
observations between Parras and San FranciscoP
West of Parras he describes the country as dreary and waterless, with sterile mountains and barren valleys. The only abundant
plant, the cactus, he thinks "detestable." That whole region he condemns as under control of a "tyrannical government" or "godly
priesthood." That the inhabitants "pray and attend church so
often" is considered by them as proof of the "erroneousness of our
blessed faith."
Condemning the slavery of the part of the United States through
which he had just passed, he finds himself even more shocked by
labor conditions among the peasants of Mexico, by their poverty,
and by their indolence and dishonesty. He moralizes that these
are the effects of the doctrine of future endless punishment.
Returning to the account of "the most interesting portions of
the journey" from Durango to Mazatlan, he i'S impressed by the
"tremendous mountains" and by the majesty of the forest. There
is appreciative praise for the beauty of the changing scene, both
in its natural state and after its cultivation to produce the fruits
of the ranches. But corn for the mules, he laments, costs from one
to four dollars a bushel. After a week in the mountains they came
to a region of birds, beautiful in color and in song, and of orchards
of bananas and lemons. On July 4th they caught their first glimpse
of the Pacific.
All the way across Mexico, with one exception, they were not
molested by a single individual. Nor did they see any "indication
of ill-will towards us." In Maz,atlan, however, Mexican hatred
towards citizens of the United States incited an attack, first on
four other Americans who "took refuge in the house of our consul,
Mr. Bolton."1:1 Then "the rabble's attention was directed towards the
room occupied by three Americans besides myself. In a short time
hundreds were gathered in front of the house with guns, and
threatening what they intended to do. My companions prepared
their weapons for the emergency and calmly awaited the result.
Fortunately we had no occasion to use them."
Bull now took passage on the ship Olga. "On shipboard we have
one hundred and fifty actuated by sordid motives of gain. Among
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the number I happily became acquainted with two of Br. Grosh's
sons, who are well, but some of their company are sick." (These
boys were Ethan Allen Grosh and Hosea Ballou Grosh. They were
daguerreotypists, whose knowledge of chemistry served them in
their California assaying. They had left Reading, Pennsylvania,
and sailed from Philadelphia in the Newton. Their crossing of
Mexico in Major Sherman's party was colorful. In California
Volcano was often their residence. In Nevada the Silver City area
was their chief prospecting ground. They were credited with hav.ing
discovered the Comstock lode about 1857. Both died shortly thereafter. Of their property, left in care of a supposedly trustworthy
£riend, their family received no share.] 14
"We have had considerable sickness on the vessel," Bull reports,
"and one death, which was the first time I ever witnessed or officiated at a burial at sea. We hold regular services on the ship,
and the passengers give me their attention, in my effort to illustrate
our duty to God, ourselves, and our fellow man. Five months have
passed away since I started this enterprise, and four weeks on
this vessel. We have calms, calms! Oh, how tired I am!"
On July 27th, when the ship put in at Monterey, Bull "in company with several passengers" left it. "Finding no means whereby
we could be carried to San Francisco, we starred on foot, a distance of one hundred and thirty miles, and believe me, after a
confinement of six weeks on a vessel, it was wearisome to many
of us. The country we passed through is one extensive oat field,
with an innumerable host of cattle and horses existing on it. After
a walk of four days, I ari"ived in the long desired place-San
Francisco . . . . The post office in San Francisco is most shamefully copducted. It should be looked into. They taxed me no less
than fifty cents for a single letter." His arrival would seem to
have been on August first.
Still considering himself a Universalist minister, he requested
that Balch send him back numbers of The Christian Messenger, of
which Balch was editor. The letter quoted above, first appeared in
this journal, from which it was copied by The Ambassador. In an
introductory paragraph Balch writes, ·we . . . . trust that he
may be extensively useful as a minister of Christ."
Bull's original letter, written on shipboard, was not mailed before
September 7th, for on this date he added a postscript about the
walk ~rom Monterey. Whether on this date he was still in San
Francisco or had gone to Sacramento is not clear. One authority
states that he engaged in business in the latter city.16 This is
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doubtful, for on June 7th, 1850, he again writes to Mary, this
time as a prospect<>r at Reddings Diggings. [In Ma:rch 1848 gold
had been discovered at the mouth of Clear Creek Canyon.
Prospectors arrived in large numbers. From 1852 to 1857 the
region around the town of Shasta enjoyed great prosperity. These
were the years of Bull's business success there and in Red Bluff.]
Although addressed to Mary, this letter is for "our dear parents," for William, and for all. He plans. to write again t<> Balch of
The Messenger. In Sacramento he had received a "budget of
letters," but he now lacks access to a post office. After a twoweeks trip on land and water, by surprise he had come on a
friend and companion, Granville,16 in whom he had implicit trust.
He had come north [with Granville?] prospecting.
He is now mining with two friends with whom he shares a
"cabbin." They have to remove five to eight feet of earth to get
to pay dirt. One day the pile slipped and almost buried him. His
right leg was injured, but not broken. He reports excellent health
now, although he has had scurvy. In fact since November, $900
has slipped through his hands to pay expenses for his illness.
Alone he has taken a three-day trip, and another for two weeks,
up Clear Creek. He walked west and north-west and then crossed
to the TrinityP It took five hours to cross the mountains. Then he
went down stream for f.ifty miles until the water became too deep.
On the return he fell on a steep mountain slope. Dizzy, he continued <>n his way. Miners and others whom he met exclaimed,
"alone and without arms?" Only "the arms which nature has
given me." "Aren't you afraid?" "Of what?" "Indians." I am "afraid
of nothing mortal." He met Indians, but was unmolested.
At another time he set out with four <>thers towards the west
to prospect "near the mouth of Cotton Wood." Expecting to shoot
game for food, they were disappointed to find none. Down to
their last meal, they turned about without reaching the barren
red hills. "Like one of old we were in sight of the promised land."
[These hills contained gold, but no large mining operations ever
developed there. )18 The many Indians whom they met were kind
to them. From others near their cabin, however, horses, mules,
and oxen were stolen. Bull blames this on the whites.
Profit from the mine has been low. Working six to eight hours
a day they make only "congressman's wages." Nevertheless, "I
enjoy life even if I am deprived of things which render life desirable. Who knows if my present misfort:une is not intended by
Him who sustained me, in order to moderate my intentions and to
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reflect more on things that are not seen." Th~y live well. "We have
such living in the mines." He has g-ood yeast and makes fir·S't.-rate
bread. Their potatoes are all gone. Butter is two dollars per
pound; sugar, one dollar. Express on a letter is $1.50. He preaches
at every opportunity, and retains his unshaken faith "in the ultimate deliverance of mankind from sin, pari.n, death, and the
grave." He refer-s to the indescribable panorama fr.om mountain
ridges and to the magnificent early w.ild flowers.
He continues to dream of home, members of the family, and
the possibility of ·r eturn. "If I had some specia·l favorite girl in
the East," I might collect samples of ore for her.
The California community with which Bull can first be definitely associated is Red Bluf£.19 Here with others he formed the firm
of Bull, Baker, and Company, sometimes known as Bu11, Baker,
and Robbins. Stores were mainta.ined in both Shasta and Red
Bluff. As the business flourished, Bull made his headquarters at
Red Bluff; W. Robbins in Shasta; G. B. Baker in San Francisco,
presumably as buyer. In 1853, a community fire destroyed the
Shasta store, but it was soon replaced by a fire-proof red brick
building at 137 First Street, 70 x 35 x 12.20 The walls were 20"
thick; the roof was of earth covered by tin.
Customers were offered a full and well selected stock, brought
by boat to Red Bluff, thence by wagon to Shasta. Traders were
outfitted, who took goods by pack train to remote mining settlements in neighboring counties and even ·i n southern Oregon. Bull
once sold $300 worth of goods before breakfast. 21 The firm also
acted as a bank, an agent (-after 1856) for an express to Yreka,
and as part owner cl a river steamer running between Red Bluff
and San Francisco. In fact it bad established Red Bluff as a port
by bringing the first steamer up river to it. At a cost of $30,000
it built the first flour mill in the county. In full operation in
1854, this mill could produce 150 bar'l'els of flour per day.
In that same year Bull was urging boatmen, merchants, teamsters, and hotel men to press for improvement of the Trinity River
Trail between Shasta and Yreka, the better to compete with routes
from Crescent City and Scottsburgh. It was, be claimed, the
"natural" trail for supplies to the north, shortest and with the
least snow.22
Bull was involved in adventures characteristic of western pioneer
life. On June 23rd, 1854, while he and several others were sleeping
in his merchantile building, the key was taken f-rom the pocket of
Bull's trousers beneath his head, the safe opened, and $11,900 in
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gold dust and coin stolen. 23 On January 30th, 1855, in the vicinity
of Red Bluff a thief stole some mules. The allegedly guilty man
was captured and housed overnight in Red Bluff before being
taken to Colusa for trial. Impatient citizens called a public meeting, chose a jury, went through the form of a trial, and found the
man guilty. He was hung. Shortly afterwards Bull was arrested for
alleged participation in the illegal hanging. He was released on
$5000 bail. I found no reference to any later aotion.
Eventually he did find a favorite girl in the East. In 1855 he
returned to marry on November 17th Sarah Cary Acres (born
May 23rd, 1816). Acres is another Orange County name, but
Sarah did not live there. She is referred to as a native of Massachusetts and as a resident of Boston. I have found no hint as to
how they may have met. She may have once visited in .Bullville,
or he in Boston. On their westward journey they visited BuHviUe
relatives. From this marriage five children were born: Henry
Harding, Mary, Alpheus II, Esther, and Emma. 25
Soon after arriving in Red Bluff, on February 14th, 1856, he
wrote Mary, now Mrs. Duryea. Sarah is sewing. They are happy.
She is just the right wife for him, a pattern of a woman, far
ahead of any of the Orange County women. He wishes that the
family could have seen her longer than they did. Neither he nor
she likes the housekeeping habits of the western girls. Their lack
of neatness is what made him "shy off from them." He has an
aversion to a "slouch of a girl." Many western girls "have this
gift to a wonderful extent." It is in sharp contrast to Sarah's downeastern traits.
1
2
3

4

5
6
7
8
9
10
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Society of California Pioneers, Memorial Record, 24, p. 139; Archives
1, p. 159
From notes I made many years ago, probably from Star in the West,
Cincinnati
Information supplied by Henry P. Bull of Middletown, New York, and
by Mrs. Ruth Wolf of Newburgh, New York. She consulted Orange
County Biographical Record for 1895 and Southeastern New York (1946).
Richard Eddy, Universalism in . America, 2 vols., 1891 and 1894. The
present year, 1970, commemorates the 200th anniversary of Murray's
sermon.
The Universalist Register, published annually under various names
since 1836.
Letter from Alameda McCollough, Lafayette, Indiana
Original minutes of Indiana Universalist Convention
All of his personal letters to which I refer were lent by Bull's granddaughter, Mrs. E. W . Bullard of Kentfield, California
Letter from Ruth E. Ascherman, Rising Sun, Indiana
Identification uncertain

Bull's Boyhood Home, Bullville.
11
12
13
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16
17
18
19
20
21
22
23
24
25

Attempted identification of other members of the party has been unsuccessful.
The Christian Messenger (New York) Dec. 8, 1849, 1 f.; The Ambassador (New York) 3 (1849) 68 f.
Bolton is not identified. The consul was John Parrott. Letter from
Robert H. Land, Library of Congress.
A partial account of the Grosh boys in Mexico may be found in
"Sherman was There," Calif. Hist. Soc. Q.- 33 (Sept. 1944) 267 f. Their
mining adventures may be found in Thompson and West, History of
Nevada (1881) 51 f. Their father was a Universalist minister.
Asa M. Bradley, Pacific Coast Universalism, manuscript copies in
libraries of Starr King School for the Ministry in Berkeley and of
Universalist Historical Society at Tufts University. Bradley's article was
reproduced in The Christian Leader, vol. 39, in several installments.
Not otherwise identified
Information about this region supplied by Edward G. Heilman, USFS
Letter from Heilman
Helene Bacon Buggs, My Playhouse was a Concord Coach, 130, and
also other references to Bull's business. See index.
The Shasta Courier, Oct. d, 1853. Several details about Bull's life
were supplied by Judge Richard B. Eaton of Redding, California
Letter from Judge Eaton
Courier, Jan. 7, 1854
Idem, July 1, 1854
Idem, March 3, 1855
This and other family records were supplied by interview and by correspondence with Mrs. E. W. Bullard and with Bull's great grand-

daughter, Mrs. Eugene Shurtleff.

(To be continued in the WTinter Issue)
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MORE CONCERNING THE LIFE OF
JOHN SPOONER
Edited by SARAH ScRIBNER

Material supplied by Una and Fred Spooner
After Spooner reached New Bedford, he remained there, except
for a short voyage, until November of 1863, when he set sail for
San Francisco aboard the "James R. Keller".
Thurs. Nov. 15, 1863 - So far I like the Keller very much indeed. · The officers are all pleasant and no profane language is
allowed .
.Sat. Nov. 7, 1863 - Commenced with light breezes and a heavy
swell. Commenced to make sail and by breakfast-time had everything on her and the fore topsail sent down - a spare one sent up

and bent. Employed about the ship putting on gear. Course
south-southeast.
Fri. Nov. 13, 1863 - We have had a variety of weather. I wish
every dry goods merchant would pretend to keep as varied an
assortment as the weather dealer dispenses to us poor sailors.
(Young Spooner missed his home and family as much as he had
on his whaling voyage. Nearly every diary entry contains some
reference to his nostalgia. )
Sun. Dec. 6, 1863 - Six weeks from home and 'how are they
there' is the question ever uppermost in my mind. Ever, and
especially on this day, comes to my mind the old song of "Do
they miss me at home?"
Sun. Dec. 20, 1863 - I think I may be pardoned (by the reader)
if I, for an instant, drop the guise of a feelingless mate, and let my
willing thoughts soar o'er to the sealess deep behind and nestle like
a hungry bird amid country scenes and faces, in my own country
home, where the cry of "Eight bells here" is never heard. But two
years must pass away before I can see one or the other.
Fri. Dec. 25, 1863, Christmas Day. Christmas eve, one year ago,
I was in the height of enjoyment amidst youth and beauty, and the
fun attendant upon a "candy boiling party", but bye-gones are byeganes. Still, it is natural that the mind, when free from the active
employment of the deck, should return over the rolling deep
towards my own loved home.
Tues. Jan. 19, 1864 - Commenced with strong breezes and a
very heavy sea running aft. At five in the morning, a sea boarded
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and swept us from the fore-riffing to the Iaffersail. The bulwork
gaily was down, washing away water casks, bells and spar. l was
in my berth in the hatch at the time, and part of the sea, striking
the doors, burst in the panel and landed about half a bucket of
water in my face. I am nineteen years old today and this is my
birthday present, to be remembered as long as I remember anything.
Sun. Jan. 31, 1864 - I am hoping that some of my dear five
hundred friends today are thinking about getting together some
papers to write me. But I expect they have forgotten long ere this :
that there was any such being as the boy "what went to sea".
Some, I am almost sure, will make their promise good and write
if only to pass away the time and satisfy their conscience. But
whether they wri.te or not, I will deal by them as I would they
should by me, and write to them, "i.e.", to those whom I promised
to afflict with a scrawl. If they who have never been away from
home any time could imagine with what eagerness the absentee
receives his letter ...,... I am certain they would overcome all their
little excuses as want of time and to the absent one give a heartwarming and precious epistle. But I am rather sentimental for a
Jack, so I take in sail.

S7

Tues. March 1, 1864 - Man lost overboard. Today is a day ever
to be remembered with a thrill of horror by the crew of the Keller.
At eleven o'clock and ten minutes in the forenoon, I was at the
wheel steering northwest-one half north, when the cry of "man
overboard" was raised. I put the wheel aside. Quickly was the
Captain's wife and the 'watch on deck' aft. A life preserver was
immediately thrown, landing only a short distance from the man.
A boat was launched and gone by the time he hadBeen in the
water twenty minutes. The chief mate steered to the spot, as near
as possible, where he was last seen - but after pulling for sometime and not seeing anything of him, the sad truth at length slowly came over the minds of the crew that he was drowned. After
being aboard four months and having passed through all the
dangers of Cape Horn in safety, it seems doubly hard to lose him
here in light weather and no sea of any account. The drowned
man leaves a wife and child in Milwaukee who will look for
tidings of the husband and father, but never till the Grand
Trumpet shall sound shall they see the much loved one who now
lies in the fathomless depths.
Sun. March 27, 1864 - Each day I am getting more and more
impatient for the sight of that land of our destination and of that
brother who for fifteen years has been in self-exile from the land
of his birth and from the bosom of his family who longs to see
him - - - oh how much!
Tues. March 29, 1864 - At 7:30 P.M. , while furling the main
royal, the part that holds the "burntline" block aloft fell down, in
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the natural course of things. Well, as it was on its downward
passage, it came in contact with that useless piece of furniture
known as John Spooner, and as his head was then in the track of
said falling block, said head received a slight - tap - just enough
to indicate the force which an object weighing four or five pounds,
strapped with iron, can be brought to attain, but just for the "spite"
of the thing, I was obliged to go on the sick list.
Thurs. Aprilll, 1864 - Made the land of California today, after
160 days' passage.
Arrived the 14th of April, 1864 at San Francisco. Sam Alden
came aboard the 13th, and the 24th I left my ship and went ashore
to San Francisco, where ends my sailor life, I hope forever.

Sarah Scribner has been named Student Assistant Editor for the Pacific Historian. Sarah
is a Junior majoring in English at Covell
College. She has worked on the Pacific Historian staff for the past two years.

Jedecliah Smith Rendezvous, September 26, 1970.
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THE MINT KING
JEAN

Rossr

When Jay Orlo Hayes arrived home in Edenvale, California,
after graduating from Stanford University in 1923, his father suggested, "Why don't you go to Oregon and see what you can do
with that partially reclaimed 803 acres of land we own near Lake
La Bish between Salem and Portland?"
To 23 year old Orlo Hayes the reclaiming of this land sounded
like an interesting challenge. Little did he know, however, that in
accepting the chaHenge he would, in fifteen years, become MINT
KING of AMERICA.
One third of the land in Oregon, the high land around the 803
acres, was all that had been reclaimed prior to 1923; the other two
thirds were a solid jungle of willow trees and ash. Although these
trees were very old and forty feet high, due to the density and
shade most of ·t hem were only six inches in diameter. But, it
wasn't the trees that were important; it was the land from which
they grew, called Beaverdam Land by the Oregonians, that was
too valuable and fertile to leave unclaimed. This land had been
created over a thousand years ago by beavers that built their dams
across the streams of Oregon, thereby confining the waterflow
and encouraging the growth of willow trees that developed in
profusion. Much of the land was composed of fertile leaf mold
deposits twenty-five or more feet deep.
It took Hayes two years to complete the reclamation. In the summer the trees would be cut leaving stumps two or three feet in
height. These were allowed to dry until the rain came, softening the
soil, when the stumps were "torn" from the ground by tractors, piled
and burned. Only when the ground was wet could this be done
because Beaverdam Land will burn.
Most of the land as it was cleared was planted in potatoes and
onions. But a crop being grown on the high ground, around the
803 acres leased and worked by a tenant, interested Hayes, and
soon the entire 803 acres were planted with this crop. The crop
was mint, the square stemmed aromatic alfalfa-like plant whose
oil is u sed in candy, soap, perfumes, gum, cooking and medicines. Soon Hayes was supplying peppermint oil to such well
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Orlo at the age of 23 and his lovely Daphne
known firms as Wrigley's, Beechnut, and Bristol Meyers Co.
Things were going so well by the fall of 1925, that Orlo left the
farm in the hands of a capable manager and returned to California.
He soon went to work in San Francisco selling real estate for
Coldwell Banker. In December Hayes returned to Oregon and on
January 1, 1926, married the lovely Daphne Evans and brought
her to San Francisco to live.
But real estate was not to be Orlo Hayes' way of life- he was
destined to return to the land and destiny made her first move to
bring him back.
Japan and China in the early 1920's were the world's largest
producers of menthol, an ingredient found in peppermint oil. In
1924 a great frost descended upon the Orient killing much plant
life. Another frost blanketed Japan in 1925 and acre upon acre of
peppermint was destroyed. The price of peppermint immediately
soared to .$32 a pound; while before, it sold for only $1 to $5
per pound.
The demand for this oil became so great and Hayes' contracts so
numerous that by mid 1926 the 803 acres became inadequate; he had
to find more land in larger acreages. The search ended when Hayes
found the reclaimed land of the Sacramento - San Joaquin Delta
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in Central California. This delta was composed of many islands,
some parl:ly and others entirely of fertile peat soil and ancient
vegetation-mostly tules- that in spots was forty feet deep.
On December 15, 1926, Hayes leased one acre on Bishop Tract
in the Delta and planted it with roots he brought from Oregon.
This was to be his "experimental patch". Mrs. Hayes recalls that
each weekend during the summer of 1927, while she was carrying
their first child, she would accompany her husband to Stockton.
"We left the cool ocean breezes and fog to swelter in the heat of
the San Joaquin Valley. There was no such thing as an air-conditioned hotel in 1927." So while Daphne endured the heat, Orlo
cultivated, weeded and pampered his acre of mint. When it was cut,
he took it to Edenvale for processing because he had no boiler or
distilling vat. He couldn't have been more pleased with the results
- the oil was of the highest quality. Hayes returned to the Delta
and leased 150 acres of Bishop Tract. In December Orlo and
Daphne moved to Stockton; the following May their son was born
in San Francisco, and two weeks later they brought their son,
Hugh, home to Stockton on the famous San Joaquin River boat,
the T. C. Walker, which in the not so distant future was to play
an important part in Orlo Hayes' mint operation.
Hayes continued to lease larger acreages-200 on King Island,
700 on Victoria Island and 1000 on Rindge Tract. By 1938 Orlo
Hayes had become the MINT KING of AMERICA!
The boilers puffed and wheezed, the men stamped the "hay"
with their feet in the huge tanks, and a chicken that had eaten a
grasshopper dipped into the concentrated peppermint oil flipped and
flopped in drunken ecstasy. This was Rindge Tract, Orlo Hayes'
processing plant and his mint farm headquarters.
When leveling the ground on Rindge Tract in preparation for
planting, Orlo was in for a surprise. A seven and a half foot
elevated area in the center of the Tract was found to be an
Indian burial mound and contained hundreds of skeletons. The
mound was hard-packed sand while the ground around it was
peat. When Rindge Tract was reclaimed at the turn of the
century, the surface of the Tract was leveled but through the
years erosion, oxidation and fire caused the peat to subside so
that by the 1930's, when Orlo Hayes leased Rindge, the burial
mound protruded seven and a half feet above the surface of the
ground. Hayes found that the burials at ground level were few,
showing normal death rate; but, at the highest level there was
mass burial which he believed was the period in the early 1830's
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Hayes cultivating his one acre "experimental patch"
on Bishop Tract in 1927.
when the Delta Indians were all but wiped out by a white man's
epidemic. (History records that approximately 10,000 Indians died
on the Delta during the epidemic. )
When asked what he did with the skeletons he said, "Plowed
them under. What else could you do with so many skeletons?"
Peppermint which Hayes grew is only one member of the mint
family which includes balm, horehound, catnip, lavender, rosemary, sage, thyme and spearmint. In Eastern United States peppermint will continue to produce over a period of fifteen or twenty
years but on the Sacramento - San Joaquin De1ta it had to be replanted every three years. This was due to the salt in the soil
which was a build-up from frequent irrigation with tidewater.
Nineteen hundred thirty-three was a memorable year for Hayes
and other Delta farmers because it was that year that the rainfall
was less than one half of normal. This resulted in very little runoff
from the Sierras, therefore, there was insufficient water to repel .the
salt water from San Francisco Bay. This salt tidewater penetrated
the Delta to the very heart of Stockton, ninety miles from the sea,
killing many crops. The chlorine content of the water exceeded
1000 parts per million and for crop irrigation the chlorine is toxic
if it is 150 parts per million. "You couldn't even make soap suds,"
Hayes recalls.
Peppermint takes very special care and must be weeded by
hand because certain weeds have potent oils of their own and if
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What remains of structure that supported traveling crane that lifted
mint hay from 10,000 gallon tanks and "plopped" it into the distilling vats below.
allowed to mix with the peppermint oil they will destroy the quality of it. In 1933 seventy five Mexicans did the weeding of the
thousand acres on Rindge Tract. They demanded that they be
paid in gold so they could take these precious coins back to
Mexico. So pay day meant bags of $20 gold pieces and because
of this Orlo during this period always wore a gun. He never had
to use it but perhaps this was because he kept everyone reminded
that he carried a gun by shooting it from time to time at a tin
can, a jack rabbit or a snake.
During peak season, Hayes operated twenty hours a day, handling two hundred tons of mint hay per day. To expedite processing
of the peppermint in such quantities Hayes and Hal Thoen, a
friend, improvised and invented machinery- 10,000 gallon tanks
were mounted on flat-bed trucks. The interior of each tank was
fitted with a sling so that when the "hay" was loaded into it, and
packed down by men stamping on it, it could be lifted out by a
traveling crane and "plopped" directly into the distilling vats. The
"hay" was now formed into the exact shape to fit the vats.
When boilers were needed, Orlo heard that the T. C. Walker,
the river boat that had brought him and his family to Stockton,
was for sale. Because it was during the depression, he was able to
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purchase this wonderful old sternwheeler for the ridiculous price
of $1,100. He tells a joke on himself about the three tons of
solid copper pipe he took from the Walker and sold for four cents
a pound to a junk dealer. "I must have been some business
man! I never could colleot that money." The hull of the T . C.
Walker ended as a club house for a duck dub on Grizzly Island
near Fairfield, California.
Daphne, too, recalls some interesting facts about this period. "All
Stockton knew when Orlo was distilling mint and to this day I
cannot stand the smell of peppermint gum. When the wet 'hay'
was removed from the stills and dumped in the fields, it would
decompose. This decomposed mint hay not only made wonderful
fertilizer for our lawn but produced the most marvelous huge
mushrooms. Some were 'buttons' nine inches in diameter. Without
moving from one spot, you could fill a bucket with forty pounds
of them."
At the beginning of the Second World War mint was the first
agricultural crop the goverment put a ceiling on as well as a
control. Orlo and other large growers of mint went to Washington,
D.C., in an endeavour to get the control revoked but they found
that no one was interested in their problem- the war was what
was important-so all they could do was return home defeated.
Orlo Hayes, though, took the defeat like the "King" that he wasshrugged, stepped down from his throne and planted asparagus.
"That was more tolerant of salt anyway."

Jay Orlo Hayes
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When Fantasy s·ecame History
DoRoTHY TYE

Passengers of the Mt. Hamilton Stage Company little suspected,
as they rode up the mountain to see the world's largest window
to the universe, that from this mountaintop one of the most remarkable pages of all time would be added to the onrush of
history.
Although the comfortable coach was open for viewing, whenever
a stop was made for a change of horses, everyone hurried out to
enjoy "an extensive view of the entire country, making the mountain drive itself well worth the visit to the summit." From the first
stop at 1,500 feet elevation, they looked down over San Jose where
they had spent the night at the St. James Hotel, having paid $2
and $2.50 for room and board. They could see "the pretty and
prosperous city . .. lying in the exquisite Valley of Santa Clara
with its beautiful fertile fields," and on the north "the sloughs of
the Bay of San Francisco shining in the sun."
That was in 1888. Now it is June, 1970- an age unlike any man
has ever known-and as your automobile swiftly climbs the same
steep grade you are excited too, only you can see nothing but
smog below. It hangs in a murky layer over the town where you
paid almost ten times more for a motel room, and it obscures the
entire valley dotted with factories and subdivisions.
No historical records reveal a prediction of this condition, but
James Lick, who farmed 200 of the valley's acres and chose the
towering mountain as the site for an observatory, did foresee the
most incredible event ever to occur in tthe history of man. "Someday," he said, as deeply engrossed with the sky above as with his
extensive land holdings, "man will go to the moon and back."
"I wanted to tell him he was crazy," his friend George Schonewald reported, "but something held me back."
Although he also told Schonewald, "Someday it will be as common for man to take an intraorbital trip into space as it is for you
and me to walk down Montgomery Street," he scarcely envisioned
the achievement from his own observatory that astonished and
thrilled the entire wqrld.
The road following the contours of the Contra Costa range
seems endless. One wonders how anyone could have found a path
to the top in the first place, and how horse and mule teams sub-
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sequently hauled heavy .equipment around the hairpin curves.
Looking up, one occasionally glimpses the famous white dome
sheltering the 36-inch refractor which for some years was the
largest telescope in the world.
It was the biggest news of <the day that James Lick donated
$700,000 of his three million for land, an observatory, and a telescope "superior to and more powerful than any telescope ever yet
made." The Alta California carried a three-column spread on the
plan announced October 30, 1873, at a California Academy of
Sciences meeting.
He was 51, with $30,000 in gold from his piano-making business
in Buenos Aires, Chile, and Peru, when he arrived in San Francisco
17 days before the discovery of gold in Coloma. Following his
quick disillusionment in the gold fields, he made a fortune from
shrewd investments in San Francisco real estate, but he lived m(}Sit
of the time in the Santa Clara Valley.
He had grown up on a Pennsylvania farm, and it is said that
men who cultivate the soil receive certain values supplementary to
marketplace returns. A man standing upon his own land benea<th
the everchanging sky may not recognize or identify the feeling that
grips him, but for James Lick the soil and nature inspired questions involving the total universe. One can picture a boy sitting on
a rail fence in quiet country nights, stirred beyond his compre-

James Lick - farmer,
piano - maker, investor,
a m a t u e r astronomer,
philanthropist.
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hension by the brilliant spectacle overhead, and thus becoming
permanently instilled with an awareness of extraterrestrial forces.
Years later, while planting by hand his 5,000 apple trees, his peach
orchard, his shade trees and luxuriant flower beds, he would tum
from the mysterious night sky to read by lamplight his books on
science, theology, and metaphysics.
Rosemary Lick, his grandniece and biographer, mentions one
book that told how Egyptian religion was based upon astronomy.
Another particular favorite was Edward Y. Youman's "The Correlation and Conservation of Forces." She writes : "He was deeply
stirred by suoh questions a s: Why the stars? Why the shifting
night? What other universe lurked before his straining eyes? Were
all the stars a pattern of the whole, or chips of the sun flung endlessly in space? He believed they were fixed and had a plan if one
could but find it. If that plan could one day be found, then the
barriers to space might be removed. Men might visit other planets."
In 1860, he attended a lecture in San Jose given by George
Madeira, an ambitious 23-year-old amateur astronomer and geologist from V.olcano, California. He already knew that astronomy had
added the greatest development to man's knowledge since Galileo,
whose discoveries almost 300 years before had freed man from
centuries of ignorance and superstition. He knew it had produced
the precise measurements that gave us calendars and clocks; that
it had made possible the science of navigation, and proved the
force of gravity. But he was hungry to learn more, and he offered
the young lecturer the hospitality of his ranch . It was then that he
viewed the heavens through a telescope for the first time, and
realized how this instrument had so radically changed man's concept of the earth and its place in space. He made the most of the
three-day visit by studying Madeira's star maps and asking endless
questions.
After suffering a paralytic stroke in 1873, he was forced to move
from the ranch into a suite in his famous Lick House in San Francisco where George Madeira again visited him. Madeira, who had
traveled to various observatories, explained what he knew :l!bout
large telescopes and the discoveries made through them. Lick was
greatly moved when Madeira finally said, "If I had your wealth
Mr. Lick, I would construct the largest telescope possible."
Joseph Henry, secretary of the Smithsonian Institute, and George
Davidson, a West Coast scientist, further encouraged him in doing
this as a means of perpetuating his fame . But should a philanthropist's motive be questioned? It is known that he was greatly
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depressed by the realization that his money had given him no
inner S'atisfaction, and he believed a good man should strive for
the future well-being of the human race. It was at this time, while
recuperating, that he worked out details for the distribution of his
wealth. The telescope was the biggest project.
His selection of Mt. Hamilton in 1875, was based upon the condition that Santa Clara County build a first-class road to the summit. Aside from its 365 mountainous turns, the 19-mile road, completed in 1876, is a good one. J,t is maintained by the corporation
known as the Regents of the University of California, to whom the
observatory was turned over June 1, 1888. According to Lick's
bequest, "the said telescope and observatory are to be known as
the Lick Astronomical Department of the University of California."
Upon reaching the summit, you are 4,200 feet above sea level,
in a wondrous world of sunshine, clear blue skies, and fragrant
winds. Below lies a panorama of hills named after the great in
astronomy-names long recorded in history before the amazing
achievement was dreamed of: Mt. Galileo, Mt. Copernicus, Mt.
Kepler, Mt. Hipparchus.
The road leads to 'the well-preserved building with the great
telescope which Lick had anxiously wanted completed while he
still lived, but he died October 1, 1876. He had expressed a wish
to be buried near the observatory, and in 1887, his body was moved
from San Francisco and entombed in the foundation below the
great telescope.
On the end opposite the famous 75-foot dome you see the smaller
25-foot dome for the 12-inch refractor installed first under temporary shelter in 1881, and about which a romantic tale is told. It
was reportedly ordered by a wealthy desert Sheik whose favorite
young wife expressed the desire to see a star through a telescope,
and after looking once, lost interest.
On various elevations are the houses and service buildings which
make this research station, staffed by faculty-level astronomers, a
unique community am!dst the 3,300 acres of university-owned land.
As George Schonewald said, "The observatory is to be a scientific
project. Mr. Lick told me he didn't even want any picnic places on
the grounds. The observatory is to be a dedicated place where
scientific discoveries about intraorbital space will be made."
Only Lick's original dream, and his demand the dream be put
into concrete form, made this possible. Through his insistence, the
summit of the mountain was leveled by blasting off 30 feet; 40,000
tons of rock were hauled away by hand; water was lifted by
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steam engine into tanks high enough for adequate pressure; bricks
were fired nearby, and heavy materials were raised into position
with little mechanical assistance. Thus he provided a place for
astronomers- who live and work in a world all their own, absorbed
in knowledge beyond 1the average person's comprehension-to research into the nature of the universe.
Along a high ridge east of the main building you see the domes
of four additional great eyes. One covers the Crossley 36-inch reflector brought around the Hom from England and installed in
1895. Another dome, more massive than the rest, covers the 120inch reflector (second largest in the world and put into use in
1959), the telescope of incredible fame that you have come to see. ·
You are reminded that since 1900 all large telescopes built have
been reflectors. Galileo's was the refracting type similar to a spyglass. The reflecting 1type, first made by Isaac Newton in 1668, is
built around a large curved mirror which focuses light rays into
an image. But today there is very little "looking" through any of
them. They are wired to electronic cameras with photographic
plates that record objects invisible to the eye, so that the average
astronomer spends more time at his desk in the daytime than at
the telescope at night.
The massive iron frame of the 120-inch reflector reaches to the
dome's ceiling. When the dome is open its view can extend to
other galaxies so distant their light travels billions of years at a
rate of speed we can little comprehend before it becomes human
knowledge. Lick's idea of "wanting an instrument capable of providing a descriptive view of living beings on the moon" was regarded as "wild imaginings of a strange character." Yet it was no
more a comic-book fantasy than what occurred here less than a
hundred years later.
Tension was high July 20, 1969, as millions witnessed what no
man had ever seen before. Gripped by the terrifying uncertainty
of the unknown, they watched on television as the Apollo II
astronaUJts eluded destruction and landed on the moon. At the same
time, in a basement room directly below this great 120-inch telescope, a team of 12 scientists waited anxiously. Eight more waited
upstairs. Two others were at the radar equipment. Only the
authority of scientific knowledge separated their purpose from
hallucinatory fantasy.
Preparation for this moment had begun in April. The "pit" had
been dug by hand beneath the heavy foundation. It was then finished with tile and stainless steel. Finally, before the installation
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of two laser beam systems, each equipped for guidance in pointing
a beam and for detecting the returning pulse, it . was lined with
plastic sheets to make it dust-free.
During this critical period the Federal Aviation Administration
was diverting all aircraft arriving in San Francisco Bay area airports from their usual path over the observatory.
The scientists watched with the rest of the world as astronaut
Edwin Aldrin carried a small square instrument from the Eagle,
and Neil Armstrong positioned it on the moon's surface. All now
was ready.
With the earth spinning on its axis at 1,000 miles an hour while
racing around the sun at 67,000 miles an hour, and with the little
moon speeding around the earth at 2,300 miles an hour, those in
the pit fired a ruby laser beam at the 18-inch instrument on the
moon's Sea of Tranquility. Their target was an array of "retroreflectors" (similar to reflectors used on bicycles and .t raffic stop
signs) capable of returning a signal with much greater intensity
than those reflected back from the lunar surface itself (since 1962) .
Armstrong and Aldrin could not have landed on the moon
without an exact prediction of the effects of the constantly-changing gravitational forces of earth, moon, and sun on their speeding
rocket ship. And to .hit the target on the moon, it was necessary
that predictions be exact. But the attempt failed. The target could
not be found. During the hour it took to discover the reason- because the location of Lick Observatory given in The American
Eph emeris and Nautical Almanac was slightly inaccurate - the
moon, already low on the horizon, had disappeared.
It was · necessary to postpone further attempts until the moon
was more favorably positioned in the sky, and that time did not
arrive until August l. On that date, not knowing if the array had
survived the returning module's blast-off, they fired again. They
fired 162 times before the first return was recognized.
The beam traveled the 240,000 miles in 1J~ seconds, spreading to
a mile in diameter on the moon. It struck the 18-inch retroreflector,
bouncing back and spreading out ten miles in one place during
its 1J~-second journey back to the eye which had sent it, and which
flashed it to the mirrors and tubes below. The experiment, so
fantastically improbable to everyone except the scientists involved
- of sending laser pulses from the earth to the little ar:ray on the
moving moon almost a quarter of a million miles away, and then

detecting the reflected light- was a success.
To what advantage? That question was asked when the Kremlin
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The Lick Observatory today. Headquarters are located on the
Santa Cruz campus of the University of California. Dome in the
foreground shelters the great 120-inch telescope.

launched Sputnik 1 on October 4, 1957, and introduced the Space
Age. It was asked in 1961, when Yuri Gagarin made his single orbit
of the earth. Now while satellites out on the rim of space are
sending back messages informing us that space is not only incomparably vast, but is filled with strange objects and forces invisible to the naked eye, man not only can travel to the moon
and back, but by shooting a laser beam he has measured the distance to the moon within six inches. By the same means he will
attempt to adequately describe the motion and irregular rotation
of the moon. Even more important, perhaps, he will attempt to
learn more about the earth: fluctuations in its rotaltion rate; the
drift of continents; changes in location of the north pole; poss~ble
weakening of the gravitational constant, and better measurements
may lead to a more complete understanding of earthquakes. In
other words, this dramatic episode will have added more than one
page to man's historical record.
Within the pa~t 50 years many .o f James Lick's questions of the
universe have been answered. Yet man will always go on asking
new ones and evolving new theories that will enlarge our storehouses of knowledge. James Lick foresaw with conviction that man
would, in some future time, explore all of the solar system. Since
his observatory, of all others in the United States, was chosen for
the laser beam experiment because of its excellent facilities, you
wonder what new frontiers of. space may yet be explored from
the heights of Mt. Hamilton.
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Reviewer: JoHN HASKELL KEMBLE, Pomona College.
In the latter part of the eighteenth century there were several
remarkable expeditions to the Pacific Ocean which were dispatched
with a view to exploration and gathering scientific data as well as
sometimes having political overtones. The three voyages of the
English captain, James Cook, that of Alejandro Malespina under
the Spanish flag, and that of Jean Franc;:ois Galaup de La Perouse,
which was sent by the government of Louis XVI, were the most
notable. It is the last of these which is described in the account
now translated into English and published by the University of
Hawaii Press.
La Perouse, a captain in the French navy, sailed from Brest in
August 1785 in command of two frigates bound on a scientific
expedition around the world. The ships were well equipped and
manned and carried a carefully chosen staff of distinguished scientists. In every way the preparations and conduct of the venture
were equal to the highest standard of the day. The ships proceeded around Cape Horn into the Pacific, and for the next two years
cruised in that ocean. After visiting Easter Island and the Hawaiian
Archipelago, La Perouse went to the coast of southeastern Alaska
and thence sailed southward along the coast to Monterey, where he
spent about a week. Thence the ships crossed the Pacific to Manila
and Macao. Probably the most important geographical explorations
of La Perouse were in the waters between the Siberian coast and
Sakhalin Island and in the Kurile Islands. After a visit to Kamchatka, the ships headed southward to Samoa, Tonga, and on to
Botany Bay, Australia. Then La Perouse sailed to the northeast
with a view to further exploration in the South Pacific. He and his

ships disappeared after their departure from Australia, however,
and were never heard from again. An expedition sent from France
in 1791 to search for him failed to penetrate the mystery of the

103

fate of La Perouse. It was not until 1828 that evidence was discovered which made it fair1y certain that La Perouse's ships had
been wrecked on Vanikoro Island in the Santa Cruz Group, but
the details of what became of the men remain unknown.
La Perouse's account of his voyage as far as Botany Bay, together
with reports of members of his scientific staff, were published in
1797 in four volumes of text and an atlas. These materials had been
dispatched back to France whenever opportunity offered during
the voyage. Although the French Revolution began soon after they
were received, interest in the project did not wane because it had
been initiated under the ancien regime. In 1791 the National Assembly not -only sent out the expedition to search for La Perouse,
but also voted that the reports be published. This aroused widespread interest, and by 1815 over 25 editions or abridgments had
been published. Eight editions in English had appeared by 1800,
an abridgment was published in Boston in 1801, and there were
translations into Danish, Dutch, German, Italian, Russian, and
Swedish as well. Robert Fran<;ois Valentin published an a:bridgment of La Perouse in 1839, and this went through eleven editions
by 1875. The present translation is from the last of these. Included also was a brief supplement of selections from reports
written by Dr. Rollin, surgeon of La Perouse's flagship, on the
physical characteristics of various peoples visited as well as an account of the expedition in search of La Perouse and of the eventual
discovery of evidence of the wrecks of the ships.
The translator, Julius S. Gassner, is Associate Professor of History
and Politics at the University of Albuquerque. He has written a
brief preface in which he evaluates the work of La Perouse, and he
has provided explanatory footnotes where those of Valentin were
inadequate.
Valentin's abridgment is not much more than a quarter the
length of La Perouse's narrative as originally published. Professor
Gassner characterizes it as omitting technical details and shortening descriptive passages. A comparison of the abridgment with the
original as they describe La Perouse's visit to Monterey, for
example, reveals the omission of much impottant information.
While a reprinting of the entire text of the Voyage as first published might well have been economically unfeasible, it seems to
this reviewer that it would have been worth making a new edition
of La Perouse in the light of modern scholarship rather than accepting the abridgment of a mid-nineteenth century Frenchman
whose credentials are uncertain to say the least.
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The volume is illustrated by 16 of the engravings which were
used in the original. Unfortunately the quality of the reproductions
is mediocre .and in several instances fails to convey the excellence
of the originals. The map of the voyage is reproduced, but it has
been so reduced in size from the 1797 printing as to render it very
difficult to use. It would have been preferable to reproduce only
that portion which shows the Pacific where the important part of
La Perouse's voyage took place, or to have used a modern, simplified rendering of the map which would have been clearer and
more serviceable. The book is handsomely printed and bound. It
should draw more general attention to the work of this important
French scientific expedition, and hopefully it will stimulate further
work on La Perouse and perhaps a new edition of the entire account as it was originally published.
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AN EPILOGUE
(Based on the diaries of C. S. Winder, formerly Captain U .S. Army and later
Brigadier General Confederate States of America. Edited by his Granddaughter Alice Lloyd and Arthur T. Brice)

On September 10, 1859, Captain Winder closed his diary in
Washington Territory. There was no further entry until April 1,
1861. During that interval, of approximately 18 months, he returned to Maryland and made his own decision to cast his lot with
the Confederacy. We quote:
April 1, 1861 - Left my dear old home ( Wye House, Talbot
County, Md.) for Baltimore. Took tea at Major Trimble's and
called at Mr. Howard's.
April 3 - Left at 6:00 AM for Montgomery, Alabama. At Lynchburg, Virginia, met Williams and Tyler who travelled with me. A
bad night though in a sleeping car.
April 4 - Another miserable night in a more miserable car attached
to a freight to Atlanta, Georgia.
April 5 - Reached Atlanta at 4 AM and got a few hours sleep.
Left at 10 AM for Montgomery where we arrived at 10 PM.
Stopped at the "Exchange". Struck with the quiet of the place
and broad streets.
April 6- Called on General Cooper, President Davis and Secretary
(illegible) . Pleasant interview with each. Offered my services to
President Davis, which were accepted. Rainy and muddy. Saw
nothing of the place.
April 7 - Left at 8 AM for Charleston. Took tea at Atlanta and
breakfast next morning at Augusta.
April 8 - Arrived at Charleston 3:30 PM. Stopped at Charleston
Hotel. Met several friends. Saw General Beauregard to whom I
reported and received orders to Morris Island where a large fleet
was expected. The sad thoughts that filled my brain made me feel
miserable. The horrors of civil war were in bold relief ever before me.
April 9 - Orders changed and sent to Castle Pinckney to organize
and equip a detachment for Wappoo Cut. This changed and
ordered to Logan's Landing. Necessity for men on boats as Harbor
Guard prevented this, so remained at Castle Pinckney. Captain

Childs sent to Morris Island.
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April10 - Ordered to assume command and remain here. Men on
Harbor Guard at night. An attack constantly expected. The news
more warlike each day. Lincoln's "peace" policy developing itself
into coercion as I ever supposed. All countenances wear a quiet
determination to preserve our independance at all hazards. Such
men in ranks were marvelous.
April 11 - About 3~ PM a flag of truce was sent to Sumter demanding its surrender. Major Anderson refused. Shortly after 9
PM was surprised to receive an order to start immediately for Morris Island to report to General (illegible) as Acting Adjutant and
Inspector General. Left in 10 minutes in a small boat. A long pull
to Cummings Point. A long tedious walk in search of Gen. ( illegible) . Found him at 1~ AM. Very tired, a walk I'll long remember.
April 12 - The Batteries opened on Sumter at daylight pursuant
to signal from Ft. Johnson - Civil War began. What a thrill it
sent to my heart. The result God only knows. My trust is in a kind
providence to guard us safely through it. The firing continued all
day and at night during quarter intervals. Much damage to
Sumter, none on this side. A dark night; much rain; slept poorly.
April13 - Up early. The firing opened by our batteries. Anderson
replied about 7~ A.M. The houses were fired and a terrible sight
was before us. Much feeling was exhibited for Major Anderson. I
felt deeply for himself and his command. At 1 PM his flag staff
fell. The firing was very heavy whilst his houses were burning.
April 13, 1861 - A flag of truce was shown and soon thereafter
Major Anderson surrendered unconditionally to General Beauregard. No one injured here. The Pocahontas came in and anchored
off the harbor.
EPILOGUE

.

;

From a few more pages of the diary - from 1862 clippings of
old newspapers, and from Douglas Southall Freemans "Lee's
Lieutenants" we learn the following : Charles Sidney Winder had
graduated from West Point at the age of 21 in 1850. When he joined
the high command of the Confederacy, as a result of his behavior
on the wreck of the San Francisco and reputation for cold courage
and leadership in the frontier warfare in Washington Territory,
undoubtedly they considered him a figure of some importance, and his promotion was rapid. After the surrender of Ft.
Sumter, he served for three months in command of the Charleston
Arsenal as a Captain. He was promoted on July 15, 1861, to com-
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mand of the Sixth South Carolina volunteer regiment as its Colonel
and at once ordered to Manassas where he arrived with his troops
just as the Federals retreated. In 8 months at Manassas, he brought
his regiment to a high state of proficiency and himself to the
attention of Lieutenant General T. J. ("Stonewall") Jackson. He
was promoted to the rank of Brigadier General and assigned to
command "Stonewall's" own former brigade. An old clipping
says that he was the youngest Brigadier in the Confederacy. He
c1uickly earned the respect and loyalty of all his officers and men.
Condensed from a letter from his Aide-de-Camp to his widow,
clatecl July 29, 1865, we have the following information:
On the evening of August 7, 1862, the Army of the Valley left
camp near Gordonsville and marched by way of Orange County
Courthouse in the direction of the enemy. Shortly after daylight on
August 9th came an order from General Jackson. The Senior
Brigadier with his command was directed to guard the wagon

train. General Winder was directed to assume command of the
Division and lead an attack against the enemy which had been
found in line of battle a short distance in advance. Winder rode
out to reconnoiter at once. He found a position where two guns
might open with effect and ordered them up. He sent his aide to
lead one brigade into a selected position, which the aide did. On his
way returning, a friend shouted to him "go to the General Winder".
When the aide reached him, a Chaplain was administering the last
rites. General Winder recognized him and asked how the battle was
going. The enemy's fire had been directed by the dust of artillery
as they came forward. Shell fragments had shattered his left arm
and penetrated his breast. He survived about an hour.
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Black Bart
-1There once was a robber,
Whose name was Black Bart:
Who was really a poet,
Deep down in his heart.

-2H e was not at last caught,
Fo r the booty he had,
But because of his poems,
Being so bad!

-3Now, had I been Black Bart,
'Twould have been in reverse:
I'd been caught for my robber-ies,
And praised for my verse.

-4I've been chased for my robberies,
And jailed for my crimes:
I'd been loved for my poems,
And cheered for my 1·hymes!
Sweet Master Jasper

